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TO     MY    MOTHER 

Children,  we  brought  thee  childish  treasure-trove, — 
Seaweed  and  shells,  and  simple  wayside  flowers, 

And  though  thy  life  held  so  great  things  to  love, 
Still  smiled'st  thou  on  the  little  things  of  ours. 

So,    though    about   thee   now    Heaven's    great    strains 
beat, 

And  our  poor  night  of  Thought  with  thee  be  day, 
I  bring  my  falt'ring  earth-songs  to  thy  feet, 

And  know  thy  great  love  will  not  turn  away. 

Alas  !    they   lift    now    but    a    listless    wing  ; 

But   take   them    as    thou    didst    when    at    my    side. 
For   all   their   good    grew    of  thy   fostering. 

The    ill   but    crept    in    since    I    lost    my   guide. 

Take   them,    my    Mother,    who,    amidst    the   strife 
Spurred    us    to    play,    not    dream,   the    poet's    part. 

Graving   the   poem    of  thy    daily   life 

Deep   in   the   hidden   tablets   of  the   heart. 
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A   DEATH    OF    DREAMS 

Once,  in  a  Grecian  gallery, 
A  boy  I  wandered,  raptured,  worshipping, 
'Midst  wondrous  forms  of  marbled  majesty  ; 
Till  suddenly  their  proud  lips  shot  this  sting, — 
"  Never  thy  life-long  canst  thou  be  as  we  !  " 
And  stabbed  awake  a  new  undreamed  distress. 
Their  white  limbs  wavering  through  my  starting 

tears. 
Never  as  they  ? — but  fated  all  my  years 
To  walk,  unworthy.  Life's  great  loveliness  ? 
An  alien  did  they  doom  me  all  my  days  ? 

3 
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But   half  those   days   being  done,  I  hearten'd 

me — 
Or  cheated — half  believing  had  I  been 
Crowned  with  their  beauty,  I  had  grown  con- 
tent. 
Perchance,  in  small  mean  pools  of  self  to  gaze 
Narcissus-wise  ;  and  so  had  never  seen 
The  swinging  splendours  of  this  peerless  sea. 
And  deep  cloud-paradise  above  me  bent : 
This  one  slight  comforting  the  stern  years  lent. 
And  yet — I  dreamed — and  yet ! 
Oh,  once  at  dawn  to  have  sprung  forth  glorying, 
And  felt  me  kin  to  all  things  strong  and  fair, 
Flushed  with  the  wine  of  sleep  and  dawn-tide 

air, 
Drunk  with  delight  of  Love,  and  Youth,  and 

Spring ; 
With  feet  on  some  wild  sea-washed  headland 

set. 
Erect,  arms  wide,  to  welcome-on  the  day, 
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And,  bold  in  beauty,  faced  his  first-flung  beams, 
Bare-breasted,  tingling  to  the  wind  and  spray, 
A  joyous  incarnation  of  my  dreams  ! 
Oft  did  I  seek  the  strand  that  dream-sea  laves, 
Lulling  my  soul  by  those  soft-lapping  waves. 
And  wrought  my  vision  nigh  on  ecstasy. 
But  once,  when  I  would  wander  back  again, 
Down  the  dim  reverie-windings  to  that  shore. 
Some  shame  rose  shadow-like,  forbidding  me, 
A  mournful  something  sobbed  within  my  brain. 
Wailed   and    made    bitter    mock    of    my    old 

joys,— 
And  my  World  Beautiful  sufficed  no  more  ; 
While  slowly  mounting  till  it  drowned  the  noise 
Of  wind  and  wave,  a  vast  cry  seem'd  upborne, — 
A  mighty  multitudinous  murmuring  ; 
And  lo ! — forth  from  the  mist  and  bitter  spray. 
Below  that  headland  whereupon  still  glow'd 
The  Demi-godhead  of  my  old  dream-dawn, 
A  host  of  weary  phantoms  made  their  way. 
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And    from    the    chill    gray   shore   a   challenge 

flung 
In    that   proud    face   the   flush   of   morn    o'er- 

flow'd  : — 
"  Bend  down,  bend  down,  O  bright  dawn-gilded 

brow  ! 
From  rainbow-visionings  O  bend  thine  eyes, 
Wake    dreamer,   see    who   wind    beneath    thee 

now, — 
They    come,    on    whom    thy    glad    sun    never 

shone, 
O  let  thy  heart  learn  once  the  sound  of  sighs, 
Wake  once,  and  know  ;  then — if  thou  canst — 

smile  on  ! " 

There  passed,  in  slow  pathetic  pageantry, 
World-weary  children  with  old  tired  eyes, 
Cheated  of  childhood's  joys  eternally  ; 
With  hapless  ones  unwanted  ere  their  birth, — 
Poor  little  dreaded  Nemeses  of  lust : 
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And  wasted  youths,   grown    gray    and    grimly 

wise 
In  knowing  that  evil  fathers  doom'd  their  dust 
To  creep  back,  crippled,  its  short  way  to  earth. 
Great-hearted  breasts,  too  brave  to  beat  alone, 
That  spent  their  strength  to  give  loved  lives 

their  crown. 
Yet,  as  whose  gallant  argosies  drave  down 
Riven  by  Fate's  ironic  storms,  had  known 
Their  mighty  love  but  measure  of  their  woe  : 
And  all  the  numb'd  bereaven  hearts  that  know 
Those  wastes  of  dry-eyed  morning  misery, 
That  stretch  down  the  long  barren  years-to-be  : 
The  widow'd  ones  that  wake  with  eager  words 
And  wide-flung  arms,  to  find  but  empty  night  : 
And   lonely    love-filled    hearts   that    pine    like 

birds, 
Beating  their  bars  of  marred  unlovely  clay. 
With  plaintive  calls  that   may  not  stay   their 
flight 
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Whose   bright   breasts    pause   an  instant — and 

away : 
And  those  too-loving,  love-snared  women  white, 
Bearers  of  sweet  new  lives — and  deadly  fear  : 
And  frail  lone  Age  that,  tott'ring  down  the  vale 
Strives  desperately  to  keep  the  old  visions  clear : 
The      doubt-benighted     ones     that     long     for 

Dawn, — 
God-seeking  wistfully,  without  the  pale, 
Where  faith-bright  faces  find  them  still  forlorn. 
And  last,  a  haggard  multitude  dragged  by, — 
The  man-marred  :    struggling  ever,  gray   with 

fears, 
For  scraps  of  life  their  lords  flung  scornfully, 
Moiling  and  dying  in  their  sweat  and  tears. 


My  maundering  dream  of  Beauty  dies  ; 

The  false  fire  pales ;  nay,  purged,  gleams  again 

In  the  mild  radiance  of  those  patient  eyes. 
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Dear  maimed  millions  of  my  fellow-men, 
Look  up  ! — on  Life's  horizon  slowly  clears 
A  drift  of  light  that  broadens  till  that  morn, 
Man's  love  for  man  brings  certainly,  appears. 
And  I,  too,  leave  my  mean  safe  place  above, 
To  bear  the  Arena's  blood  and  dust  with  ye ; 
Till  that  discordant  cymbal  of  self-love 
Be  stilled  in  your  great  cosmic  symphony. 
Discharm'd  lie  all  the  languorous  ways  of  old, 
Disaureol'd  droops  that  demi-god  of  dawn, 
And  this  my  heart,  half  dead  of  its  self-scorn. 
Feed   ye  with  pain's   strange   fruits,  till,  made 

anew. 
It  humbly,  brothers,  your  stern  course  may  hold, 
I  know  not  whitherward,  but  oh — with  you  ! 
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THE   WHISPERERS 

When  fellow-lives  touch  close  and  dear, 

When  April  winds  come  whispering  me, 
When  'neath  the  stars  the  sea  calls  clear, 
Small  wooing  voices  in  my  ear 

Crave  constantly. 

"  O  give  us  life — life — life  !  "  they  cry, — 

"  Hearts  in  our  breasts  to  beat  with  love, 
Eyes  to  behold  your  starry  sky. 
And  feet,  where'er  your  free  winds  fly. 

To  range  and  rove !  " 

And  I  am  shaken,  tempted  sore 

To  wield  the  god-like  power,  and  give 


DEVICES  AND  DESIRES  n 

What  seems  so  good, — fling  wide  the  door, 
Bid  vivid  virgin  sprites  outpour. 

And  let  them  live  ! 

But,  "  let  them  live  ? — doom  them  to  die  !  " 

Low  mournful  voices  seem  to  say, 
"  Ah,  spare  them  Pain  and  Age,"  they  sigh  : 
So  the  wise  dead,  from  where  they  lie, 
Whisper  alway. 

Yet  life  so  rare,  so  goodly  shows, — 

The  strife,  the  dream,  the  lover's  lot. 
The  brimming  blue,  the  stars,  the  rose ; 
I  would  give  all  my  joy'd  heart  knows — 
How  dare  I  not? — 

The  little  craving  hands  to  fill  : 

Yet  ever  warned  as  woo'd  I  stand, — 
These  other  whisperers  haunt  me  still. 
Perplex  my  heart,  and  daunt  my  will, 

From  their  dim  land. 
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PANIC 

The   world   is  weird,  and    shaken   with  storm 

to-night, 
And    fierce   witch-winds    ride  screaming  down 

the  sky, 
And  madman   waves  leap   up   and  beat  their 

breasts 
Upon  a  trembling  shore  ;  and  over  all, 
Darkness  seems  driven  like  a  dreadful  tide 
Of  stifling  vapour,  dense,  unbreatheable  ; 
Or  like  some  streaming  shroud  the  night  unwinds 
To  wrap  about  a  race  that  dies  ere  dawn. 
And  my  soul's  citadel,  I  thought  secure, — 
Slow   wrought    of  pain    on    pain,  and  loss   on 

loss, 
Rocks  with  the  storm,  and  ruins,  and  I  am  bare  ; 
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And  manhood  like  a  cloak  flies  down  the  wind, 
Leaving  a  shivering  child  upon  Night's  shore. 
And  old  night-terrors  of  the  child  return, 
Alas !  where  are  the  arms  to  run  to  now, 
Now  there  is  need  of  them  a  thousand-fold  ? 
For  Life,  like  some  malign  old  nurse,  has  told 
Grim    tales,    whose    ghosts    and    wolves    howl 

round  my  heart, — 
Ghosts  of  slain  joys,  and  fangs  that  lie  in  wait 
For  faltering  steps  in  the  lone  woods  of  Age. 
And  sudden  horror  seizes  on  my  heart. 
And,  as  condemned  men  in  the  dreadful  cell 
May  beat  their  bars,  and  pace  with  frantic  feet. 
Yet  by  no  second  stay  the  hangman's  hour. 
My  soul  grows  wild,  and  beats  upon  my  breast, 
Cries  out  on  Fate  and  flesh  that  trapped  her 

wings, 
And,  shrinking,  dares  not  dream  of  what  must 

be. 
Yet  knows  that  naught  avails,  escape  is  none. 
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Oh,  for  your  arms,  and  oh,  to  hear  again 
The  lullaby  you  sang  me,  Mother,  long  ago, 
On  such  wild  nights  of  storm— what  were  the 

words  ? — 
Ah !  with  a  pang  of  memory  they  wake 
Clear  in  my  heart  once  more  !     Oh,  dear,  dead 

lips, 
Across  the  years  still  can  you  weave  your  spell 
To  charm  my  storms  ;  for,  as  the  rain  without 
Now  comes  to  soothe  the  sea,  the  old  child-song 
Lets  flow  my  tears,  and  every  shaken  sense 
Steadies,  and  slowly  stills  again.     At  last 
I  dare  draw  back  my  curtain,  and  look  forth 
To  where  a  weary,  heavy-lidded  Dawn 
Peers  with  red  eyes  o'er  the  still  sobbing  sea  ; 
Whereon  they  toss — my  braver  brother-men  ; 
And  I  am  hearten'd  still  to  wait  with  them 
The  haven,  or  mayhap,  the  deep  dim  caves. 
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RED    DAWN 

As  from  fair  dreams  a  maid  might  wake,  and 

sigh, 
Fill'd  with  distaste  for  day,  she  knows  not  why, 
All  fretful,  at  her  glass,  fling  back  her  hair. 
And  flush'd  and  beautiful,  gaze  brooding  there  ; 
So  did  I  see  the  Maid  of  Morning  rise, 
Toss  the  cloud-tresses  from  half-angry  eyes. 
Fling  back  Night's  coverings  from  her  rosy  knee, 
And  spring  forth,  glowing,  on  the  gray  North- 
sea. 
Then  wave,  and  sky,  and  little  fisher-place. 
Caught  the  effulgence  from  her  flaming  face, 
That  lit  anew  the  beacon  on  the  hill, 
Gleam'd  on  the  cliff-side  village,  sleeping  still, 
Shot  through  the  little   storm-crack'd    window 
pane, 
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And  flush'd  the  toil-worn  wife  a  girl  again, 

Halo'd  her  baby's  hair,  and  on  her  man 

Made  Rembrandt  glories  with  his  throat's  rich 

tan  ; 
While  —  crowning    loveliness  —  the    up-thrown 

spray 
Falls  like  a  shower  of  rose-leaves  in  the  bay  ; 
And,  wheeling  o'er  it,  the  bright  sea-bird  shows 
A  flying  flower,  a  wing'd  enfranchised  rose ! 
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IN    THE    TRAIN 

Restless  hands  and  redden'd  eyes, 
Feet  that  tap  at  each  delay, 

Sympathy  may  well  surmise 

Words  that  tear  your  heart  to-day  ;- 

Conn'd  again  and  yet  again, 
In  that  crumpled  telegram, 

That  make  strange  us  fellow-men, 
Make  a  kind  world  seem  a  sham  ; 

For  I  read  your  wondering  eye  ; — 
How,  spite  of  your  aching  breast, 

Can  we  watch  the  counties  fly. 
Care  to  read  the  paper's  jest  ? 
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While  swift  within  that  breast  outpours 
Knowledge  that  all  life  lies  waste, 

Save  it  links  that  heart  of  yours 
And  the  heart  to  which  you  haste  : 

All  that  matters,  all  that's  true, 
Seems  to  live,  for  both,  but  there  ; 

All  things  else  become,  for  you, 
Phantoms,  howsoever  fair. 

Saw  but  your  heart  some  saviour-way. 
For  love's  sake,  to  beat  its  last. 

And,  glorying,  'twould  fling  away 
All,  for  one  life,  ebbing  fast 

Glancing  at  that  sunlit  bird 

On  the  wire,  singing  sweet. 
Did  you  think — "  death-dealing  word 

Flashes,  maybe,  'neath  his  feet  ?  " 
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Ah  !  you  reach  your  journey's  end, 
See,  a  white-faced  sister  stands  ; 

Brace  thee  then,  brave  h'ttle  friend, 
Steady,  little  gath'ring  hands  ! 

So, — our  ways  run  wide  anew. 

Yours  is  but  our  old  sad  lot ; 
Yet  my  heart  goes  out  with  you, 

Hast'ning  to — you  know  not  what ! 
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A    MEETING 

Through  rain  and  murk,  and  London  mire, 

My  hurrying  hansom  sped. 
The  wet  whirled  from  the  flying  tire, 

The  old  screw  shook  his  head 

At  the  driving  drops,  and  merrily 

Jingled  his  bit  and  chain  ; 
And  life  seem'd  sound  and  right  for  me, 

Down  to  its  mud  and  rain  ! 

As  well  it  may,  when,  through  the  gloom. 

Forward  my  fancy  flies, 
To  where  there  waits  a  rosy  room. 

Warmth,  welcome,  and  bright  eyes. 
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But  now  chance  drew  me  to  their  side, 

Who  rode  and  sadly  bore 
(A  black  stream  through  the  traffic-tide) 

A  dead  man  from  his  door. 

And,  as  my  crowded  wheels  encroached, 
Stared  out  one  tear-spoilt  face. 

Looked  at  me,  and,  I  thought,  reproached 
Me  and  my  merry  pace. 

Sad  heart,  forgive  my  happiness. 
My  mourning  days  come  fast ; 

Take  you  my  sigh,  nor  give  me  less, 
My  day,  when  your  pang's  past. 

So  sped  we  till  I  reached  the  head 

Of  that  sad  cavalcade, 
And  rode  hard  by  his  side  who  led, 

Below  his  lilies  laid. 
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Poor  lilies,  marr'd  by  London  mire  ; 

Friend,  was  it  so  with  you, 
Did  London  drag  your  heart  to  hire 

And  ruin  the  roses  too  ? 


No  need  to  pity  you  the  cold 

Black  bourne  for  which  you're  bound, 
For  in  your  folded  hands  you  hold 

All,  half  my  hopes  have  found. 

And  am  I  sure — in  life's  poor  pride — 
Were  my  brain  as  your  brain, 

And  my  good,  and  my  bad  both  died, 
The  thought-world  would  not  gain  ? 

And  were  I  bound  now  with  your  bands 
And  dreams  undone  should  die, 

Would  Life  be  loser  that  my  hands 
Lay  still,  as  yours  must  lie  ? 
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Not  sure? — then  certain  sure  I'll  be 

While  still  my  life  lies  wide, 
This  minute  shall  be  rich  for  me, 

We  ride  thus  side  by  side  ! 

Hear  me  !     It  shall  not  be  for  naught. 

That  on  this  living  sea. 
Pulseless,  yet  with  all  impulse  fraught, 

You  drifted  dead  to  me  ; 

Deeds  your  hands  may  not  do,  I'll  dare  ! 

Blind  eyes  shall  mine  unbind  ; 
On  fortunes  lost  to  you,  I'll  fare, 

Goals,  you  must  miss,  to  find  ! 

Brother,  farewell !     To  glorious  day 

Go  you,  or  peaceful  night, 
Thy  still  tongue's  taught  a  wiser  way 

To  woo  my  life's  delight. 
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And,  while  her  mirth  and  murmur'd  word, 

Made  musical  my  day, 
I  saw  a  weeping  ring,  and  heard 

The  sable  stallions  neigh. 

And,  lest  my  spirit  need  a  goad, 

Friend,  may  you  oft  again 
Ride  in  my  thoughts,  as  once  you  rode 

Beside  me  in  the  rain. 
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A   WINTER   MORNING 

Waiting  and  wearying  for  the  morning  light, 
And   all  the   heart'ning  wholesome   sounds   of 

day, 
I  lie ;  at  last,  far  distant,  something  moves. 
Then,  nearing  wheels,  a  harness-bell,  and  hooves 
That,  ringing  crisply  on  a  frost-bound  way, 
Rout  all  the  sick-room  spectres  of  my  night  ; 
They   stop, — then,  rattling    cans   and    a    man's 

voice  ; 
And  turning  t'wards  them,  and   dawn's   thrice 

blessed  ray, 
I  bid  my  night-worn  heart  rejoice. 
And    pleasant    pictures    shape   to   my   mind's 

sight  : — 
Far  in  a  frosty  glist'ning  pasture-land 
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I  see,  from  misty  meads  to  milking-place, 
With  blowing  breath,  the  slow  cows  come,  and 

stand 
Each  in  her  stall,  twitch  at  their  racks  of  hay. 
Make  answer  to  the  calves'  impatient  call 
With  mellow  low,  and  wait  the  milker's  hand. 
Then  comes  a  hale  old  form  and  red   gnarled 

face, 
With  good  rough  rustic  tang,  my  ear  loves  well, 
Crying,  "  Coom,  then  ! — Blackburd  !  Strawbree  ! 

— Coom  oop.  Belle  !  " 
I  see,  too,  o'er  the  lichen'd  stockyard  wall. 
And  low  farm  roofs,  a  drift  of  orange  light, 
Broad'ning  and  bright'ning  with  the  coming  day  ; 
And  from  a  heap  of  stiff  hoar-frosted  straw, 
I  hear  the  robin's  little  wintry  lay, 
And  quick  sad  answer  from  the  garden-croft. 
Then  leaning  on  the  cowshed's  worn  half-door, 
I  watch  the  shadows  and  the  lanthorn's  ray 
Play  on  the  beams  of  the  old  cobwebb'd  loft, 


1 
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Showing  the  ragged  last-year's  martins'  nests  ; 
And  on  the  old  man  bent  above  his  pail, 
Making  his  milky  music,  while  he  rests 
Against  a  lean  fawn  flank  his  side-bent  head. 
And  so  I  stand,  until  the  last  drops  fail, 
Then,  turning,  find  broad  day  fills  all  the  sky. 


Ah,  I  have  slept !  Here's  sunshine  on  my  bed. 
The  cheerful  streets  resound  with  hoof  and  cry, 
And,  through  the  house,  loved  lips  take  up  their 

part, 
While   in    my   breast,   thank    God,   a    morning 

heart 
Finds  hope  of  life  and  health  still  beating  high  ! 
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NOVEMBER 

At  the  old  stone-breaker's  heap  I  stayed, 
On  the  hillside  by  the  high  oak  hedge, 

'Neath  a  sky  that  gleamed  like   a   broad  blue 
blade, 
With  a  wind  like  its  whistling  edge. 

The  starlings  were  chatt'ring  overhead, 
Where  a  hop-kiln  stood  on  either  hand, 

And  below  us  the  misty  weald  outspread. 
An  amber  and  lilac  land. 

Like  a  dry  dead  reed  that  broken  stands. 
He  bent  to  his  stones  ;  but  a  little  more 

Need  the  stiff  old  arms  and  twisted  hands 
Knock  at  Earth's  dusty  door. 
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But  he  talked  as  he  took  his  bite  and  sup  ; — 
"  Cold  ?     No,  th'  hedges  be  trained  up  high 

To  break  the  wind  when  th'  hops  be  up, 
An'  they  makes  a  nice  lew  for  I." 

"  Yes,  th' ash-stick  springs  a  bit  when  1  strikes— 
Don't  jar  me  j'ints— an'  I  gets  on  fast, 

An'    I    goos  when  I   likes,  an'  I  bides  when   I 
likes, 
An'  I  does  well,  first  an'  last." 

So  we  spoke  of  work  ;  and  then  of  wife  ; 

But,  at  that  word,  the  weather'd  face 
Fell,  as  an  old  pain  leapt  to  life. 

And  great  tears  sprang  apace  : 

'Twas  strange  to  see  them — clear  and  pure 
As  any  a  rosy  child  might  shed — 

Strange,  springs  so  fresh  should  still  endure 
Where  all  look'd  dry  and  dead. 
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And  may  one,  old  friend,  who  saw  them  flow, 

Bear  evermore  in  mind, 
What  hid  heart-fruit  may  lie  below 

The  poor  old  human  rind  ; 

And,  passing  from  your  quiet  weald 

Out  to  the  world  once  more, 
Remember  what  Love  once  reveal'd 

Beside  your  cottage  door. 
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THE   OLD    DOCTOR 

There's  the  last  stick  gone  ;  well,  one  last  look 

round,  and  I'll  shut  the  door  on  the  past : 
So  I've  fought  with  Death  the  best  of  my  days, 

to  be  beaten  by  Life  at  last ! 
How  I've  hated  the  house,  but  now,  at  the  last, 

it  hurts  me  to  leave  the  place ; 
Yes,  I've  somehow  failed,  but  I  try  to  feel  defeat 

may  not  spell  disgrace  : 
For  'twas  bad  luck  here,  and  a  false  friend  there, 

and  loss  upon  loss  with  me, 
And  the  younger  rivals, "  so  clever  "  'twas  said — 

as  only  the  young  can  be  ! 
And  I'm    fifty-five ;  but  I'll  never  fear  to  take 

Life's  sea  again, 
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For  I  know  it's  tides,  how  they  turn  and  swing, 
in  a  rhythm  'twixt  peace  and  pain. 

How  sorrow  and  joy  but  come,  to  go  ;  and  go, 
but  to  come  once  more, 

With  an  ebb  and  flow,  in  time,  maybe,  with  the 
seas  of  some  vaster  shore. 


Well,  here's  the  room  where  I've  sold  the  best  of 

my  brains  for  twenty  years, 
And    listened,  oft   sick    to   the  soul    myself,  to 

others'  hopes  and  fears  ; 
'Twas  a  leading  of  the  blind  by  one  but  a  little 

less  blind,  I  know, — 
/  sell  others  advice,  forsooth,  who  have  tangled 

my  own  life  so  ! 
Still,  mine  it  has  been  a  many  times  to  bid  back 

hope  to  the  breast. 
Or  brace  a  heart  to  bear  the  truth  when  put  to 

the  bitter  test. 
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Ah  !  this  room — dare  I  enter? — once  it  held  for 

me  heart's-delight, 
When   however   harshly    the   day  went  wrong, 

came  always  the  healing  night ; 
'Twas  here  I  brought  my  own  sick  thoughts  to 

be  healed  at  her  gentle  hand, 
No  need  to  falter  for  fitting  words,  it  was  always 

— "  I  understand." 
For  though  many  a  foolish  heart-pang  came  at 

first  for  her  and  me, 
Love  taught  us   soon   his   give  and    take, — his 

systole — diastole. 
Here  her  fending  arms  shut  out  the  world  in 

that  hopeful  short-lived  past, 
And   'twas   here,   ah   me !    one   cruel   dawn,    I 

crossed  her  hands  at  last. 


And  now, — all  bare  as  my  bare  blank  life  !  nay, 
see — my  night-bell  still ! 

D 
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That  voice  of  a  tyrant  world,  that  grudged  e'en 

Night's  release  from  his  mill. 
How  many  a  time  its  startling  cry  rang  out  our 

bed  above, 
And  I  left  her  side,  to  pay  to  Life  his  fee  for 

home  and  love : 
But  here,  where  she  knelt  a  thousand  times,  I 

pray  now,  one  last  boon, — 
Lord,   I   am  very  weary,  grant    my   latest   call 

come  soon  ; 
Yet    if    in    that    last   deep   sleeping   comes    a 

summons  at  my  door, 
Lord  I  will  rise  if  'tis  Thy  will,  and  take  m}^ 

round  once  more. 


And   here   once   stood   the   cot   that   held   her 

crowning  gift  to  me. 
With  its  crooning  prophesies  of  love  and  light 

for  the  days  to  be, — 
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For  these  darkened  days,  and  those  others  yet 
to  be  dragged  through  somehow,  alone. 

O  Good  Physician  let  my  loss  a  little  for  my  life 
atone  ; 

For  I  suffered  then,  and  oft,  one  pang  Thy  man- 
hood never  bore, — 

Thou  didst  but  stretch  a  healing  hand,  and 
strength  pulsed  back  once  more. 

But  we — we  doctors — helpless,  tend  our  dearest 
to  the  grave, 

And  hear  the  mother's  anguished  cry  to  save, 
and  cannot  save. 

And  twice  between  these  haunted  walls  I  strove 
from  night  till  morn 

Racking  the  brain  for  some  one  chance  more,  till 
the  heart  seem'd  ten  times  torn. 


Ah,  well,  I'm  a  fool  to  so  probe  the  past ;  for  the 
bitterest,  sharpest  thought. 
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Give  it  rest,  encysts  itself  in  the  mind,  till  the 

pang  grows  less  or  nought. 
So  I'll  fasten  the  door  on  the  echoing  house,  and 

brace  once  more  for  the  strife  ; 
Yet,  oh  that  I  might  so  take  a  key,  and  turn  the 

lock  on  my  life  ! 
And  shall   I   not  ? — for  many  would  fit,  and  I 

have  them  all  to  my  hand  ; 
Nay,  the  case  is  bad,  but  let's  see  it  through, 

and  at  last,  maybe,  understand  : 
Aye,  its   very   badness   spurs   somehow,  as   in 

many  a  "  case  "  gone  by, 
And  I'll  wait  for  the  Great  Post-Mortem  to  make 

plain  the  hidden  Why. 
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RADIANCE 

Let  me  make  record  ere  my  dreams  be  done, 
Ere  I  descend  where  dreams  and  deeds  are  one, 

Of  this  thy  passing, — the  dear  anodyne 
Of  many  a  world-sick  pang  ;  the  vision  won 

By  how   long   vigil   through  these   years    of 
mine ! 

The  spice  and  splendour  of  a  southern  night  ; 
Dawn's  miracle  high  in  a  world  of  white, 

Flushing  to  youth  again  the  eternal  snow ; 
All  such,  and  hearts  that  read  such  joys  aright, 

Long  have  I  loved, — striven,  with  my  soul,  to 
know. 
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But  now,  oh  swift  at  sight  of  thee,  there  showers 
The  sweet  and  secret  of  all  mystic  hours 

Of  Dark  or  Dawn  ;  with  what  undreamed-of 
zest 
I    breathe,  it    seems,   the    souls   of  all    earth's 
flowers, 
Hold  in  my  heart  the  essence  of  her  best. 

O  rare  ineffable  light  of  Destiny  ! 

0  sweet  incarnate  summer  ! — bringing  to  me 
Blossom  and  harvest  of  else  fruitless  years  ; 

Unknown,  it  is  enough  I  look  on  thee. 
Hear  thy  voice  passing  to  another's  ears. 

1  need  no  name  for  yonder  Sovran  star. 
Raising  my  midnight  thoughts  from  self,  how 

far! 
No  nearer  or  more  earthly  be  thy  shrine. 
Gleam  so  for  me,  Sweet,  lest  a  touch  should  mar, 
Should  tear  the  tissue  of  this  dream  of  mine. 
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Dream  ? — nay,  intensest  waking  !  Never  again 
May  his  heart  slumber  that  once  learns  the  pain 

Daybreak  may  bring  to  eyes  that  wake  alone, 
Lonely,  to  know  the  old  self-sufficing  slain, 

And  in  a  night  a  need  supreme  full-grown. 


Thou  knowest  not  how  thy  spirit-radiance  flows, 
But  thine  the  rich  unwisdom  of  the  rose, 

Whose  sweet  life  sways  forth  to  the  summer 
night, 
And  steals  through  parched  dying  lips,  and  goes 

To  balm  some  dying  hour,  in  Death's  despite. 


Rose  of  my  night,  death  too  it  is  for  me 
Thou  bring'st! — of  that  distressful  mockery 

Of  life,  my  purblind  unperfumed  past. 
Whose  pitiful  trappings  fall  at  touch  of  thee. 

And  sorry  pleasures  stand  ashamed  at  last. 


40  DEVICES   AND   DESIRES 

Yet — go  my  flower,  fly  spirit  fast  and  far 
To  bless  thy  thousands  ;  tempt  not  my  hands 
to  mar  ; 
Trembling  heart-heavens  still  leave  where  thou 
hast  trod, 
As  in  viy  heart,  loved  angel-rose  ;  but,  oh  ! 
Let   thy  sweet   bloom   be  gathered  alone  of 
God. 


DEVICES  AND   DESIRES  41 


SONG 

O  WILD  South-wester,  whose  strong  beat, 

One,  far  away,  loves  best, 
From  whose  salt  stinging  kiss,  my  Sweet 

Goes  ruddy  to  her  rest ; 

Blow  !  and  her  brave  young  spirit  raise, 
Stirr'd  by  your  splendid  strife. 

To  range  with  you  your  wider  ways. 
And  live  your  larger  life. 

Beat !  till  she  thinks  how,  safe  apart. 

Love  trims  a  haven-light, 
Tell  her  that  here  too,  in  my  heart. 

The  tides  run  high  to-night. 
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ROUNDEL 

"  My  love  to  you  ! "  so  ends  your  latest  note, 

A  note,  my  dear,  that's  been  a  long  while  due. 
So  long  a  while,  I'm  wond'ring  why  you  wrote 

"  My  love  to  you  !  " 

Was  it  because  your  words  were  all  too  few 
You  added  these?     Perhaps  your  conscience 
smote, — 
That  letter's  "  love  "  show'd  such  a  pallid  hue  ! 

Was  it  a  phrase  that  spelt  itself  by  rote  ? 
Or  sisterly  regard  ?     Ah,  would  I  knew  ! 

They're   all    or    nothing,   dear,    the    words   I 
quote, — 

"  My  love  to  you  !  " 
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WOLSTONBURY   BEACON 

Joyous  and  flush'd,  that  golden  day, 
You  climb'd  where  the  dead  warrior  lay, 

Below  his  Roman  shield  ; 
But  joy  and  pain  were  both  with  us 
On  the  old  grass-grown  tumulus, 

High  o'er  the  sunlit  weald. 

And,  as  I  lay  beside  you  there, 

Through  the  wild  gold  of  your  blown  hair 

The  upland  breeze  toss'd  free, 
I  saw  a  skylark  in  mid-blue. 
Singing,  as  though  he  sang — of  you, 

And  all  you  meant  to  me  ! 
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And  all  you  meant !    Did  ever  his 
Hot  heart  that  slept  there,  yearn  as  this 

So  near  you, — yet  so  lone, 
It  might  have  dream'd  as  deep,  as  still, 
His  thousand  years  beneath  the  hill, 

And  been  as  near  your  own  ? 

Nay,  his  heart  ached  not,  the  strong  hand 
'Twas,  won  his  love,  the  keen  short  brand,- 

Her  bane,  and  his  wild  bliss. 
Ah  !  what  if  I  be  he  ?     And  you — 
Gold  Saxon  hair  and  eyes  of  blue — 

Can  you  be  Nemesis  ? 

Come  then !  though  heart  and  peace  be  lost 
For  ever,  still  I  love  the  cost 

Of  living,  loving  you  ; 
And  have  one  dream  until  I  die, — 
The  lark,  your  blown  locks,  that  sweet  sky,- 

Music,  and  gold,  and  blue ! 
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A   TEST 

The  winter  long  I  read  your  rhymes, 

Good  poet,  happily, 
And  stored  them  safe  for  sunnier  times, 

When  she  might  read  with  me. 

Now,  loitering  by  a  summer  shore — 
I  with  your  book,  and  she — 

What  is  it  ails  your  song-bird  store. 
And  mars  its  minstrelsy? 

I've  read  the  loveliest  lines  you've  made 
As  well  as  read  I  might, 
But  sonnet,  song,  or  serenade. 
They  will  not  ring  aright ! 
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The  light  that  Ht  the  page  of  yore, 
I  deem'd  so  poet-wise, 
Alas  !  it  cannot  live  before 
The  sun,  and  her  bright  eyes ! 

Your  lute  and  lilt  that  charmed  my  ear, 

That  were  my  daily  choice, 
How  thin  and  tame  they  sound  now,  near 

The  sea-chant  and  her  voice  ! 

Oh  !  were  the  faintest  poet-fire. 
Or  your  word-wisdom,  mine  ; 

Or  were  you  here  for  her  to  inspire 
This  half-waked  muse  of  thine ! 
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TRANSMUTATIONS 

Stirr'd  and  impassion'd  by  thy  spirit,  love, 
That  super-soul  that  broods  my  soul  above, 
Seems  from  its  secret  place  to  spring,  and  flow, 
Until  my  breast,  my  face,  my  very  fingers  grow 
Spiritual,  and  with  no  fleshly  pulse 
Tingle,  but  with  true  spirit-wave  and  throe. 

Would  thou  could'st  work  a  converse  miracle  ! 
And,  of  this  new-sprung  life,  that  by  thy  spell 
Beats  in  my  brain, — of  bright  thought  born  to 

me 
Of  thy  soul-light,  thy  beauty's  mystery, 
Could'st  so  re-build  this  faulty  flesh,  that  thou 
Might'st  look,  and  love,  and  take  it  unto  thee. 
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ALLIES 

Through  the  summertime  I  sought  you- 
Love  of  you,  a  brimming  tide — 

But  the  drowsy  hours  brought  you 
No  step  nearer  to  my  side. 

Winter  long  your  heart  lay  sleeping 
Flower-like,  'neath  your  bosom's  snow, 

All  its  maiden  secrets  keeping, 
For  some  sun  of  love  to  show. 

Winter  went ;  heaven's  sun  drew  nearer, 
Still  that  heart  lay  cold  to  me, 

While  the  sleeping  flower  grew  dearer, 
Dearer  still  the  yet-might-be. 
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Now  my  heart  and  I  are  singing — 
"  YQi-shall-hQ  !  "  our  happy  song — 

For  to-day  has  blessed  us,  bringing 
Tokens  we  have  waited  long. 

In  the  April  fields  I  found  you, 

Boon  airs  breathed  and  sped  my  quest, 

Bade  you  take  the  flowers  I  bound  you, 
Smile,  and  lay  them  at  your  breast. 

And  you  watched  the  skylark  rising, 
Sighed,  and  touched  me  leaningly  ; 

And  my  heart  leapt,  realising 

Spring  was  here  and  fought  for  me  ! 
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REVEALMENT 

I  FELT  your  leaning  life  to  me  inclined, 

And  as  we  trod  the  unprinted  snow  that  night, 
I   bade   my  words  tread  warely  through  your 
mind, 
So    little    world-stained     yet, — still    waiting, 
white. 

You  sought  the  ancient  stars  with  your  young 
eyes. 

Drawing  the  eternal  to  our  point  of  time  ; 
And  girlish  words,  so  all  unworldly  wise, 

Rang  cheerly  through  the  old  Cathedral  chime. 
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And    so,   unknowing,   you    weaved    with    your 
sweet  youth, 
My  childhood's  creed  and    heavens,    in    one 
strong  spell ; 
And  rumoured  love  stood  forth  a  radiant  truth, 
Starred  with  your  eyes,  child, — unforgettable  ! 
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BETHESDA 

When  the  bright  bearer  of  Celestial  pity, 
Flashed  o'er  the  pool  upon  the  healing  day, 

The  blind  and  halt,  within  the  sacred  city, 
Wash'd    in    the    waters    and    passed    whole 
away  ;— 

So,  when  thy  heart  receives  some  angel-thought, 
love. 
Such  sweet,  high,  spirit-stress  goes  forth  from 
thee, 
A   moment's    miracle    is    straightway   wrought, 
love. 
And  all  my  soul  is  purified  in  me. 
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NEPENTHE 

As  poor  lost  souls,  shut  out  from  Heaven's  sweet 
rest, 
May  catch  faint  echoes  of  Angelic  strains, 
And  list'ning  for  some  note  of  promise  blest, 
May   hush   their   cries  and   half  forget  their 
pains : — 

So  I,  who  hear  thy  voice  and  see  thy  smile, 
Feel   my  soul  calmed,  and   lose  that  aching 
sense 

Of  lonely  exile,  as  I  rest  awhile, 

Within  the  Heaven  of  thy  pure  influence. 
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THE    DREAMER 

When   will    you    wake,  dear  dreamer  of  day- 
dreams ? 
Seeking  for  wonder-worlds  your  way  you  take, 
Missing  the  substance  for  what  only  seems  ; 
When  will  you  wake  ? 

Doubting    mere  men,  who'd  die  for  your  dear 
sake, 
You  gaze  englamour'd  where  some  wild  star 
gleams, — 
Home  of  some  demi-god  your  dreamings  make ; 
While  close  about  your  feet  a  sweet  world 
teems 
With  human  love,  that  waits  your  heart's  day- 
break. 
And,   dear,   our   life's   far   past   its   dawning 

beams  ; — 

When  will  you  wake  ? 
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ATHIRST 

Athirst  ?    Aye,  burning  with  tliirst !    And  yet, 

I  dare  not  drink  of  the  goblet  set 

Close  at  my  lips,  where  your  lips  bud  up, 
Brimming  with  sweet  as  the  wild-rose  cup  ; 

Lest  the  visions  born  of  my  thirst  should  die, 
Lest  longing  should  sink  to  lethargy  ; 

Though  my  fancies  be  those  of  fever'd  men, 
I  would  not  grow  cool  and  cured  again. 

Not  yet,  not  yet ! — from  my  deep  desire 
May  leap  up  some  flame  of  spirit-fire, 
Flashing  some  love-truth,  even  to  me, 
Some  thought,  Sweet,  worthy  to  worship  thee. 
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WITH  A  BOOK  OF  PASTORAL 
POETRY 

When  the  yokes  of  custom  gall  thee, 
When  the  woodland  whispers  woo, 

When  the  first  wild  roses  call  thee 
To  the  buds,  and  breeze,  and  blue, — 

Go,  breathe  them,  bless  them,  and  forget  not 
One,  thy  friend,  who  loves  them  too. 


DEVICES  AND    DESIRES  57 


SUN    AND   BLUE 

Well,  you've  gone  ;  and  with  you  how  much  of 
me  ! 
But  'tis  good  to  think  of  you,  golden  head, 
And  the  new  life  stir'd,  and  the  radiance  shed 

Wherever  a  good  God  lets  you  be. 

Go  gleam,  then,  where  shines  no  other  sun, 
And  the  only  blue's  where  your  sweet  eyes 

fall,— 
You  harbinger  of  His  Heaven,  to  all. 

And  bringer  of  Heaven  itself,  to  one ! 
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AN    IDLE    HOUR 

Kent,  it  was  thy  keen  sweet  air, 
May,  it  was  thy  melting  mood, 
Led  me  forth  and  left  me  lying, 
Careless  how  the  hours  were  flying, 
So  they  found  my  fancy  food, 
Lying  at  the  cliff-edge  there. 

And  oh,  sweet  Life,  I  found  you  fair  ! 
All  I  am  stretched  arms  to  you. 

And — where  milky  mayweed  swaying. 
With  its  poppy-mates  was  playing. 
Beautiful  against  the  blue — 
For  an  hour  cast  off  its  care. 
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From  the  little  sandy  cove 

Far  beneath,  glad  noises  float, — 
Laughs  of  happy  people  greeting  ; 
Creak  of  oars,  and  rhythmic  beating  ; 
Shouting  from  the  fishers'  boat ; 
Singing  where  the  children  rove. 

In  a  brave  straight  line  above, 
Came  a  cliff-bird  ;  I  could  hear, 

When  her  swift  wings  ceased  their  whirring, 
From  the  chink  an  eager  chirring 
Tell  of  new  life  nestling  near — 
May-new  life,  and  world-old  love. 

Bees  by  thousands  left  their  bowers, 
Seeking  sweets,  that  scented  day  ; 

And,  from  where  my  heart  lay  dreaming, 
Joy-spun,  fairy  fetters  streaming 
Seaward,  landward,  ray  on  ray, 
Link'd  me  with  this  life  of  ours, 
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For  the  bees  brought  from  their  flowers, 
Nothing  sweeter,  than  to  feel, 

With  all  hopes,  my  hopes  were  chiming, 
With  all  loves,  my  love  was  rhyming, 
Than  so,  with  Love  and  Life  to  steal 
Largess  of  the  lazy  hours. 
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JUSTIFICATION 

(To  V.) 

HEART-woundedby  a  hard-eyed  hustling  world, 

Sick  of  the  strife, 

I  sought  for  sanctuary  in  Nature's  smile. 

'Twas  Spring,  and  little  bracken-fronds  uncurled 

Their  fairy  croziers  down  the  forest  aisle. 

There  came  I,  longing  sore  to  look  on  life 

That  in  some  kindlier  mood 

Fulfilled  itself,  yet  minded  other's  good, 

And  triumphing  guiltlessly, 

Gained,  with  its   fellows,  meed  of  breeze   and 

blue, 
As  friends  might  do. 
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But  searching  with  an  eager  hopeful  eye, 

What  did  I  see  ?— 

From  tiniest  blade  to  topmost  bough, 

A  trampling-under  and  a  thrusting-by, 

A  ceaseless  unrelenting  rivalry. 

Doubly  disheartened  now, 

And  sadly  wondering,  I  turned  away ; — 

Must  it  be  so,  may  kindliness  nohow 

With  self-perfecting  be  ? 

May  none  keep  love  for  all,  yet  bring  to  flower 

His  own  short  day  ? 

Oh  yes,  the  world  is  fair,  but  now  I  see 

(Would  I  were  blind  again !) 

The  hour-by-hour 

Inveterate  selfishness  that  must  have  been — 

As  in  the  world  of  men — 

Before  yon  beech-tree,  grasping  at  the  air, 

And  fighting  down  her  kin, 

Grew  daintily  stippled  with  that  tender  green  ; 

And  though  so  innocent  she  seems  to  smile, 
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Yet  I  half  hate  her  for  the  cruel  while 

Of  callous  elbowing  that  has  placed  her  there, 

So  delicately  fair. 

What  of  my  good  world  now  ? — 

My  leafy  friends,  are  they  lost  too  ? 

Is  life  one  battlefield  for  man  and  bough  ? 

O  Mother  Nature  tell  me  true, 

Is  heart-rest  left  in  anything? 

So  mused    I,  when,  where   wood  and  meadow 

meet, 
Just  where  the  sunlight  fell, 
There  stood  her  answer — you  ! 
You,  child, — the  immortal  Spirit  of  Spring 
Made  visible  ; 

And  with  her  flowers  about  your  feet. 
Her  waking  buds  above  you  there, 
You  shone  a  moment ;  then  took  wing, 
Laughing,  as  April  goes. 
Your  flushing  cheek  and  flying  hair 
A  gleam  of  gold  and  rose. 
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And   gleam-like   came   the    Mother's    meaning 

plain, 
And  now  I  know 
The  purpose  of  the  strain, 
And  all  the  bitter  strife 
Wherein  such  lesser  lives  as  mine  die  down. 
Let  it  be  so  ! 

Let  us  be  winnowed  by  her  stern  wise  choice, 
And    threshed    out    throughly   by   her    flail    of 

life; 
For  what  though  all  we  coarser  creatures  die 
Loveless  and  childless  'neath  her  frown  ? — 
Though    mine    and    many   a    homeless    heart 

should  cry  ? — 
Before  a  fairer  Future's  claim  I  bow  ; 
Henceforth  it  shall  seem  good  to  me, 
If  only  the  great  Mother  win  thereby 
But  one  like  thee, — 

But  one  such  form  as  reigns  my  life  long  now 
Halo'd  within  my  memory  ! 
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AFTER  A  "PROSE  SONG"  OF 
RAFTERY 

Ye  who  love  beauty,  sweetness,  purity, — 
All  lovers  living,  hear  me !     Mourn  no  more 
Your  eyes  unblessed  of  Deirdre's  dreaming  eyes, 
Or  madd'ning  wonders  meshed  in  Helen's  hair  ; 
But  joy  your  sight  in  this  wildflower  of  mine, — 
With  flush  of  wayside  rosebuds  in  her  face. 
With  hair  a  gleam  of  sunlit  daffodils. 
The  cuckoo's  mocking  lilt  upon  her  lips, 
And  blue  of  speedwell  laughing  from  those  eyes 
Whose  deeps  hold  love-lights  from  long  Ages 

past, — 
Impassioned  and  imperishable  stars. 
With  all  her  sweetness  swaying  to  Love's  breath. 
As  waves  the  wind-flower  in  the  airs  of  Spring. 
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Come  where  she  flits,  with  flash  of  breast  and 

feet, 
White-gleaming  as  those  sunlit  April  clouds 
That  skim  the  hill-brows  high  above  her  home. 
Come,  envy  me  !  for  fair  she  speaketh  me 
The  while  I  linger,  linger,  at  her  door, 
To  see,  to  breathe  the  loveliness,  for  which 
May  I  not  live,  mine  it  must  be  to  die. 
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LOVE-LED 

Of  lang'rous  essence  sick  was  I, 
Sick  of  the  gem-bedizened  hand, 

Of  loves  for  sale,  and  lusts  that  buy, 
And  all  the  fools  of  fashion-land. 

And  had  we  met  in  their  vile  mart, 
We  might,  in  our  world-weariness. 

Have  missed  each  other's  hungry  heart  ; 
But  Love  was  kind,  and  I  can  bless 

That  fitting  fate — however  blind — 
That  linked  our  lives,  and  led  to  me 

Your  pure  soul  with  the  clean  salt  wind, 
Your  strong  heart  by  the  mighty  sea. 
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SONG 

Though  ever  I  dream'd  my  heart  was  borne 

Down  Angel-haunted  ways, 
Life's  morning  mists  and  angry  dawn, 

Obscured  Love's  rising  rays. 

Yet  still  it  seem'd  some  star-like  face 

Shone  clouded  over  me. 
Some  bright  embodiment  of  grace, 

Passion  and  purity. 

Gone  now  the  gloom,  the  stormy  gleam, 
And  Youth's  vague  visions  are. 

For  thou  art  come,  my  early  dream, 
Mine  angel  and  my  star  ! 
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A  QUESTION 

My  heart-soil  sterile  lay  and  bare, 

Till  your  sun  shone  to  bless, 
Your  bright  thoughts  fell  a  quickening  shower. 

Of  promised  fruitfulness ; 

And  seed  of  love  you  planted  there. 

Sweet  and  strong-rooted  grew  ; 
Then  who  should  pluck  and  wear  its  flower 

Close  at  her  heart,  but  you  ? 
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BEFORE    A   STATUE 

O  GLORIOUS  form  !  held  as  the  wild  hawk  joys 
To  hold  her  winged  strength,— in  perfect  poise, 
A  moment,  ere  her  hot  heart  sweeps  to  kill ; 
O  bright  embodiment  of  Life  and  Will  ! 
With  grand  wave-lines  upon  thy  sea  of  strength, 
Surging  tempestuous,  yet  swept  at  length 
Through  the  small  strait  of  some  fine  sinewy 

joint, 
The  vast  force  focussed  to  the  perfect  point. 
O  Beautiful  !     The  life-joy  at  thy  lips ! 
The  brave  blood  tingling  to  thy  finger-tips ! 

Ah,  here  had  been  thy  fitting  mate,  O  love ! 
To  match  thy  glory,  by  thy  side  to  move 
Doubling  thy  life  and  all  thy  loveliness ; 
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And    swift    strikes    through    my   heart   a   new 

distress, — 
How  dare  I  dream  to  win  thy  woodland  grace 
With  this  poor  city-soul,  and  form,  and  face? 
Should  I  not  desecrate  thy  beauty's  shrine. 
Waste  its  wild  force,  add  water  to  its  wine  ? 
Ah  love,  what  would  I  not  renounce  to  be, 
For  thine  eyes,  brave  and  beautiful  as  he ! 
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BANKS    AND   BROOK 

Friend  of  my  heart,  what  is  thy  life  to  mine? 

How  doth  thy  soul  hold  mine  in  gentle  sway  ? 
What  sweet  similitude  may  stand  as  sign 

Of  all  I  feel  so  well,  yet  cannot  say? 

Beside  my  lonely  life,  thy  life  doth  seem 
To  lean  with  comfortings  on  either  hand, 

As  leafy  banks  above  some  tired  stream. 
That  wins  to  them  from  out  a  barren  land  ; 

There,  shadows   slumber,   like   thy   day-dream 
hours ; 
With  sun-gleams,  like  thy  merry  moods  be- 
tween ; 
Thy  gentle  charities — the  half-hidden  flowers  ; 
Thy  fancies,  like  the  swallows'  flashing  sheen  ; 
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And  timid  velvet-footed  things  lie  safe, 

And  shy  wings  shelter  where  the  waters  glide, 

As,  in  our  life,  the  little  human  waif 

Knows  thee  his  friend,  and  nestles  to  thy  side. 

Yet  must  the  stream  pass  forth  to  parching  days. 
And,  soiled  by  cities,  shall  its  tide  run  down, 

The  murmur'd  music  of  those  leafy  ways 
Lost  in  the  cries  and  toilings  of  the  town. 

Friend  of  my  heart,  so  stands  thy  life  to  mine. 
And  oh,  would  God  thy  guiding  banks  might 
be 

Whisp'ring  beside  my  stream,  with  hopes  divine, 
Till  banks,  and  brook,  wind  safe  to  open  sea  ! 
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SONG 

Sunlight  and  blue  break  through  my  skies  of 
grey, 
For   you   have    breathed    the    secret   of    the 
Spring, 
Made  clear  the  mystic  meaning  of  the  May  ; 
But  all  my  waking  world  seems  whispering, 
"  Ah,  will  she  stay  ?  " 

Long  have  I  lingered  on  a  lonely  way, 

Sad  at  the  singing  of  the  Spring, 
Madden'd  by  melodies  of  May, 

Now  I  catch  brighter  strains  the  years  might 
bring. 

Could  you  but  stay. 
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Let  me  but  share  thy  wand'ring,  woodland  hours, 

Thy  brother  birds,  and  sister  streams, 
Help  me  to  know  thy  friends  the  flowers, 

Show  me  thy    soul  that    I    may    dream   thy 
dreams ; 

And  stay,  oh,  stay ! 

If  but  a  little  space,  that  day  by  day, 
A  little  store  of  memories  may  bring, 

Ere  like  a  dream  at  dawn  you  steal  away, 

And  leave  my  heart  to  hush  its  whispering, — 
"Stay,  sweet  friend,  stay  !  " 
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TO   V 

In  the  vivacity  of  thy  fresh  youth, 

Thy  nature's  vehement,  capricious  force, 
Thou  ever  seem'st  to  me,  in  very  truth, 

A  Hving  symbol  of  some  fair  stream's  source ; — 
Springing  from  out  its  cavern  'midst  the  hills. 

And  leaping  headlong  down  a  rocky  way, 
Flashing  the  sunlight  from  a  thousand  rills, 

Singing  sweet  snatches  of  some  Elfin  lay  ; 
Wilful,  impulsive,  full  of  wild  delight. 

Seeming  all  careless  where  its  course  may  lie, 
Yet  tending  surely,  spite  its  wayward  flight. 

To  work  its  beauteous  life-giving  destiny  ; 
Till,  leaving  flowers  and  verdure  in  its  train, 
It  is  at  length  drawn  up  to  Heaven  again. 
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OUT  OF   THE   CROWD 

Out  of  the  crowd,  mine  is  the  joy  to  know, 
To  my  long-lonely  heart  life  has  allow'd 
The  gleam  of  eyes  that  like  warm  home-lights 
glow 

Out  of  the  crowd  : 

'Tis  mine  to  see,  'midst  cruel  eyes  and  cowed, 

A  sudden  welcome  leap  and  overflow 
One  swift-lit  face,  that  seems  to  cry  aloud, 
"  Haste,  here  is  home  ! — my  heart  that  loves 
thee  so !  " 
Sweet,  pray  with   me  that  when  our  lives   are 
bow'd 
Earthward  at  last,  we  may  together  go — 

Out  of  the  crowd. 
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FAYETTE 

She  seems  a  fairy  spirit  that  has  been 

Caught  in  the  flesh,  and  beats  her  prison  door  ; 
Or,  flutt'ring,  pining  to  be  free  once  more, 

A  new-caged  Hnnet  calling  her  wild  kin. 

Light  as  the  touch  of  soft-blown  meadow-grass, 
On  others'  hands  in  greeting,  hers  is  laid ; 
And  little  ripplings  o'er  her  face  seem  made 

By  swallow-thoughts  that  dip  swift  wings  and 
pass. 

Her  laughter  flies  forth  like  a  fluty  run 
Of  clear  hannonics  on  viola  strings  ; 
Or  little  hovering  lay  the  whitethroat  sings, 

That  lilts  a  moment,  falters,  and  is  done. 
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She  brings  us  the  white  fragrance  of  the  Spring, 
And  all  the  first-flush  hopes  that  April  knows  ; 
A  sweet-briar  she,  that  bears  not  yet  the  rose. 

But  waits,  in  sweetness,  bloom  that  Love  shall 
bring. 

And  sweetly  falls  her  spell  upon  the  heart, 
As  moonlight  upon  sleeping  lids  may  steal, 
That,  dimly  troubled  'neath  its  soft  appeal. 

At  length  stir  tremblingly,  and  fall  apart. 

And  as  the  moon-maid  draws  the  mighty  seas 
That  all-unmoved  the  sun's  fierce  force  en- 
dured. 
So    sways    her    glance — half    shy    and    half 
assured — 
Her  small  concessions,  dainty  tyrannies. 

But  lovers'  looks  may  flash  and  fence  in  vain, — 
One  heart-ward  thrust,  and  back  the  light  foot 
flies! 
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And  dares  one  lock  the  rapiers  of  the  eyes, 
An  instant — and  she'll  fling  them  free  again  ! 

Yet  oft,  it  seems,  her  heart-tides  fuller  flow, 
When    Twilight    to    her    dark-haired    lover 

turns, — 
That  hour  when  the  Chrysoberyl  burns. 

Whose  sleeping  fires  all  day  lie  faint  and  low. 

And  so  my  dull  lips  borrow  from  the  birds, 
From    music,    moonlight,    April    fields   and 

flowers. 
Yet  still  she  stirs  this  grosser  sense  of  ours 

Like  some  wild  song  I  cannot  fit  with  words. 

And  still  she  waits,  till  some  sweet  spell  be  cast — 
Some  Oberon  anoint  her  rebel  eyes 
With    balm    from    his    love-flower   of  purple 
dyes — 

Alluring  and  elusive,  to  the  last ! 


DEVICES  AND   DESIRES  8i 


HEART-HUSBANDRY 

Month  by  rich  month,  the  Mother  that  shall  be, 
Broods,  body  and  soul,  about  the  child    she 

bears, 
While  ceaselessly  she  spends  her  jealous  cares, 
Lest  aught,  through  her,  should  soil  the  purity 
Of  that  white  soul ;  and  ever  garners  she 

Life's   loveliest   moods   and    influences ;    nor 

dares 
Dream  aught  but  holiest  dreamings  ;  and  so 
wears 
Her  Mother-crown  with  reverent  ecstasy. 

Even  so,  dear  love,  I  feed  my  brooding  heart 
And    its    life-hallowing    treasure,    night   and 
morn, 

G 
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Holding  all   heart-food    but  the    highest,   in 
scorn, 
Hoping  such  husbandry  of  soul  an  art 
Wherefrom    some  deathless  song  of  thee  may 
start, 
And,  in  its  hour,  be  beautifully  born. 
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UNGUESSED 

Mv  lady  lays  her  hand  in  mine, 
Lightly,  with  little  thought  for  me, 

And  knows  nought  of  my  blessedness  ; 

She  does  not  guess 
That  though  Fate  gave  me  worlds  in  fee, 
Missing  that  hand,  my  life  must  pine 
Lonely,  in  dire  heart-penury. 

My  lady  lets  her  sweet  eyes  roam 
To  me,  nor  dreams  of  my  delight ; 

And  lightly  glancing  over  mine, 

Does  not  divine 
That,  gleaming  to  my  happy  sight 
Like  heavenly  lights  and  lamps  of  home, 
Those  bright  thin^js  hover  and  take  flight. 
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My  lady's  lips  part  laughingly  ; 
But  at  their  first  notes,  in  my  breast 

Some  spirit-harp,  /Eolian, 

Responding,  ran 
Swift  up  its  scale,  then  sobbed  to  rest  ; 
And  straight  I  knew  they  held  for  me 
Words  that  must  blast,  or  make  me  blest, — • 
Or  make  me  blest  unspeakably  ! 
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SONG 

"  Lured,"  little  one  ?     Nay,  you've  but  heard 

Love  o'er  your  wild  downs  roaming ; 
Not  lured,  my  bird,  my  light  swift  bird. 

But  homing — homing  ! 

"Caught,"  does  she  feel?     Nay,  no  net  stirred 

To  catch  the  heart  fore-fated  ; 
Not  caught,  my  bird,  my  bright  wild  bird, 

But  mated — mated  ! 

"  Caged,"  does  she  fear  ?     Nay,  never  that  word 

Of  where  your  brown  head  rested  ; 
Not  caged,  my  bird,  my  shy  sweet  bird. 
But  nested — nested  ! 
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TO   ONE   WHO   MOCKS    AT  "THE 
MUSE  " 

You  sweet-lipped  scorner  of  our  lays, 

Love,  than  your  wayward  heart  more  strong, 

Laughs  as  he  leads  you  down  his  ways 
To  make  for  us,  your  sweet  day  long, 

One  ceaseless  song. 

Music  you  cannot  choose  but  make, 
Parting  those  lips  ;  and  do  you  move 

In  idlest  wand'ring,  still  you  wake 
Those  lilting  thoughts  that  poets  love, — 

Rhythmic,  you  rove. 

And  guard  those  glances  as  you  will, 
Some  little  sprite  slips  forth,  and  wings 
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To  feed  our  hearts  with  fancies  still ; 
While  high  and  bright  imaginings 

Your  soul-look  brings. 

And  so  your  sweets  prove  traitors  all, 
To  unsweet  words  ;  in  vain  you  try 

To  mute  your  maiden  madrigal  ; 
And  passing  in  such  poetry  by, 

Though  songs  and  singers  you  miscall, 

Content  am  I. 
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A   FEAR 

One  was  there,  who,  to  voice  his  love, 

Set  miracles  of  imag'ry. 
Spun  from  earth,  seas,  and  skies  above. 

To  marvels  of  word-melody  ; 

And  from  a  raptured  heart,  or  wrung. 
Wrought  all  for  her  ;  then  woke  to  find 

To  her  'twas  all  an  unknown  tongue, 
And  her  bright  eyes  were  vision-blind. 

So,  fear  lest  but  a  wistful  frown 

Greet  e'en  such  words  as  I  might  say. 

Bids  many  a  haunting  dream  die  down 
And,  unregretted,  waste  away  ; 
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Or,  ling'ring  still,  serve  but,  at  best. 
To  people  memory's  shadow-land  ; 

While  plain  heart-thoughts  pursue  their  quest, — 
My  little  one's  "  I  understand." 
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MINE! 

Thou  art  not  mine,  but  his?     Yet  am  I  blest. 
Not  mine,  but  his  ?     Ah,  but  'tis  I  have  known 
Thy  starriest  hours,  and  intimate  heart-voice. 
Have  heard  the  doves  that  brood  deep  in  thy 

breast, 
And  seen  thee  glow  transfigured.     I  rejoice ! 

These  make  thee  mine  alone  ! 
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FAIRY 

Fairy  in  your  fleeting  glances, 

Fairy  in  your  lilting  lips, 
Fairy  in  your  flying  fancies. 

Fairy  to  your  finger-tips  ! 
Bear  me  on  your  dainty  wing,  dear. 

To  some  far-off"  fairyland, 
Where  a  world-worn  soul  may  sing,  dear, 

And  the  flowers  understand. 

But  like  moth  of  moonlit  eves,  love, 
Glim'ring  white  through  summer-land. 

That  is  gone,  and  only  leaves,  love, 
Jewel'd  dust  upon  the  hand  ; — 
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So,  my  wild  one,  who  can  hold  you  ? 

What  may  mortal  lover  do  ? 
Only  fairy  arms  shall  fold  you, 

For  your  heart's  a  fairy  too  ! 
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PERSIAN    SPRING 

Last  night  my  traveller  friend  sat  late  with  me, 
And  from  his  stores  of  ardent  memory 

Limned  wonderlands  ;  yet   all  these  left  me 
cold, 
For  all  his  gleaming  shores  knew  nought  of  thee. 

Idly  I  heard,  till,  at  the  last,  he  told 

How,  as  in  Persian  vales  the  Springs  unfold, 

Oft,  o'er  the  rosebuds,  airs  blow  icily 
From  hills  that  still  the  winter  snowdrifts  hold. 

Then  I,  intent,  (by  love's  inveteracy. 

That  brings  all  tales  to  terms  of  Thee  and  Me) 
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Saw  our  own    Spring  of  love,  whose  budding 

days — 
Fretted  by  strange  half-doubts  and  chill  delays— 

A  melting  of  such  frowning  snows  may  see, 
With  rose-deep  summer  and  a  sun  ablaze. 
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EBB   AND    FLOW 

Sad  sea,  I  know  your  heart's  unrest, 

As  your  cold  moon-maid  doth  sway  you, — 

Forth  and  back,  back  and  forth. 

No  rest  in  the  South,  and  none  in  the  North  ; 
Poor  thwarted  heart,  'tis  a  hopeless  quest. 
Yet  you  cannot  stop  or  stay  you. 

But,  one  as  fair  as  thy  moon-maid. 

And,  ah,  as  cold,  doth  fly  me, — 
Rest  and  home,  home  and  rest, 
Not  in  the  East,  not  in  the  West ; 

For  peace  is  the  price  my  heart  hath  paid. 

In  her  quest,  who  doth  deny  me. 
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Yet,  warmer  than  silver  thy  moonlit  breast 

Though  colder  still  than  golden, 
So,  fear  and  hope,  hope  and  fear 
(My  bliss  so  far,  my  heaven  so  near) 

Still  keep  my  heart,  though  all  unblest. 

From  cold  despair  vvithholden. 
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DREAM    WITHIN    DREAM 

I  DREAMT  last  night  that  my  dream  of  thee 
(A  dream  that  never  had  dared  the  day) 
Wrought  for  itself — how  shall  I  say  ? — 

A  form, — by  its  own  intensity. 

And  stood  beside  me,  winged  and  bright. 
His  heart  burned  like  a  wild  blown  flame, 
And  a  hungry  hope  I  scarce  dared  name. 

Looked  from  his  eyes  into  the  night. 

I    feared,  and    warned  ;    but  my  dream    broke 
free. 
Flew  where  a  casement  opened  wide. 
And  stole,  with  the  sea-scent,  to  thy  side. 

To  live  or  die  at  thy  decree. 

H 
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And  bending  close  above  thine  ear 
(O  wildly  daring  dream  of  mine  !) 
Whispered — and  waited  some  sweet  sign. 

(O  dream  I  never  dared  as  near  ! — 

But  tell  me  what  did  she  murmur  low  ? 

And  were  her  white  arms  flung  apart  ? 

Whisper,  Dream,  to  my  waiting  heart, 
Do  you  bring  me  word  of  Delight  or  woe  ?) 

He  spake  me  nought  :  I  only  know 

His   glad    eyes  gleamed    back — "  home    and 
rest ! " 

And,  for  that  mad  fire  in  his  breast, 
His  whole  form  shone  one  golden  glow ! 
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LOVE'S    AMULET 

Grim  wizard  Time,  and  gray  witch  Age, 
With  numbing  spell  and  evil-eye, 

Shall,  powerless,  plot  my  heart's  unrest ; 
Henceforth  I  bear,  hid  in  my  breast — 
(Blest  boon  of  a  more  mighty  Mage  !) — • 
An  amulet  of  Memory  : — 

For  I  have  seen,  by  his  high  power, 
(O  Vision,  sacred,  set-apart !) 

A  cream-white  rose — I  love  how  much  !- 
A  crimson  rose  turn,  at  a  touch. 
To  lie,  one  perfect  pulsing  hour, 
A  burning  blossom  on  my  heart. 
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NOW! 

Love,  are  you  Seer,  or  blind,  that  when  stern 
Life 

Relents,  to  give  us  one  hour  heart  to  heart — 
Safe,  in  a  world  with  deadly  chances  rife — 

You  dare  decree  we  wait  and  stand  apart  ? 

Late  have  we  met,  dear  Love,  well-nigh  too  late. 
And  our  short  prime,  once  spent,  glows  not 
again, 
Swift  comes  the  cold,  when  Life's  bright  fires 
abate  ; 
Is  not  one  warm  hour  now  worth   years  of 
then? 
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We  can  together  go  so  short  a  way, 

We  should  not  lose   one    least  step  side  by 
side  ; 
Time  leaves  so  little  room  to  do  or  say, 

How  dare  we  leave  our  love  one  chance  un- 
tried ! 

And  are  you  of  Eternity  so  sure, 

Or  certain,  should  we  elsewhere  live  anew, 

And  this  our  earthly  love-bond  still  endure, 
Worlds  may  not  blindly  sunder  me  from  you  ? 

Dearest,  I  grant  the  finer  vision  thine, 
In  all  things  to  your  purer  instinct  bow, 

And  yet — each  hour  we  live  apart,  I  pine. 
And  all  my  life  cries  "  Come  love,  here  and 
now !  " 
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A   "SILENT   BAR" 

Silent  and  sad  the  long  day  goes— 
With  what  wild  memories  stored  !— 

Since  love's  lost  music  found  for  close 
That  wailing  minor  chord  : 

Say,  Sweet,  you  would  not  mute  or  mar 

That  strain— all  strains  above- 
Say  this  is  but  a  "  silent  bar  " 
Set  in  our  song  of  love. 
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FORBID 

I  WANDER  by  a  midnight  sea 

Whose  heart's  wild  moan  my  own  heart  hears, 
Whose  bitter  spray  comes  sweet  to  me, — 

For  thou,  too,  know'st  that  taste  of  tears. 

A  lone  wind  sobs  in  sore  distress, 
A  Httle  sleeps,  then  wakes  to  pine  ; 

I  love  it  for  its  loneliness, — 
For  loneliness,  alas  !  is  thine. 

And  as  yon  tired  moon  sinks  to  rest, 
My  love,  one  rich  hour,  dares  aspire 

Reverent  as  moonlight,  to  thy  breast, 
That  brings  thee  light  alone,  not  fire. 
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SONG 

I  WOKE  when  the  night-wind  was  wailing, 
From  dreams  that  your  vows  were  vain ; 

And  wet  eyes  look'd  forth  to  the  dawning, 
And  dawn  look'd  one  wild  grey  pain. 

But  day  brought  blue  skies  and  our  meeting 
Glad  day  of  my  one  glad  Spring — 

And  your  hand  met  mine  in  the  sunlight. 
And  woes  of  the  night  took  wing. 

But  weeping  eyes  yet  saw  the  clearest ; — 
O  blind  eyes  beneath  the  blue, 

O  dread  of  the  dawn  and  the  Springtime, 
O  dream  that  alone  comes  true  ! 


DEVICES   AND    DESIRES 


PRESCIENCE 

You  never  knew,  Fayette,  what  fears 

Were  mine,  each  hour  that  bade  us  part ; 
Nor  dreamt  how  this,  your  lover's,  heart 

Felt  drowning  in  a  tide  of  tears. 

And  that  last  time  I  turned  from  you. 
E'en  at  your  door,  I  seemed  to  hear 
A  wailing  note  beside  my  ear. 

That  warned  me  of  a  last  adieu. 

And  so  I  strove  with  you — in  vain — 
For  some  strong  countercharm,  that  still 
Might,  of  your  love,  have  power  to  kill 

That  wild  presentiment  of  pain. 
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You  would  not  give.     And  'twixt  us  twain 
Wails  still  the  ever-widening  tide, 
Fore-heard  that  day  I  left  your  side 

And  knew  joy  could  not  come  again. 
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ANAESTHESIA 

When  first  my  world  became  one  wild  live  pain, 

It  circled,  still,  a  living  sentient  heart. 
And,  suff'ring  for  you,  even  your  disdain, 
A  strange  pride  had  some  part. 

Half  happy  then,  I  judg'd  my  pain  to  be 

But  measure  of  the  joy  still  yours  to  give  ; 
But  late  there  creeps  a  cold  dull  lethargy 
Love  scarce  may  know  and  live  : — 

A  waste  of  pallid  joys  and  pulseless  woe. 

Of  soulless  strivings,  motionless  unrest ; 
Ah,  better  wince  'neath  wildest  griefs,  than  know 
Such  death  within  the  breast. 
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Then  cannot  you,  who  wrought  this  bitterness- 
Being  so  cruel-wise  in  all  love-lore — 
Devise  some  deeper,  bitterer  distress, 
That  I  may  feel  once  more  ? 
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A    BOAST 

When,  as  your  day  of  life  draws  in, 
And  beauty's  sun  be  wholly  set, 

Whate'er  new  eyes  the  old  homage  win. 
Yours  it  will  be  to  boast,  Fayette, — 

How  one  who  half  his  life  held  dear 

A  golden  dream  of  Italy, 
Learnt,  when  at  last  the  way  lay  clear, 

Love  would  in  nowise  lead  from  thee  ;— 

Without  thee,  win  no  promised  land. 
Disdained  delight  you  might  not  share. 

And  held  one  slight  touch  of  your  hand 
Above  all  rapture  waiting  there  ; — 
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Counting  your  lips'  least  whispered  sound 
More  than  that  long-loved  syren-call, 

And,  in  the  paths  you  brightened,  found 
His  Italy,  his  Earth,  his  all ! 

This  be  your  boast.     But  let  none  guess 
The  unsteadfast  heart  that  made,  for  me, 

Blue  English  skies  a  bitterness, 
And  April  mornings,  misery. 
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SALVAGE 

Dear,  though  your  heart  now  fails  me  utterl}^ 
With  heedless  hands  though  you  would  snatch 
away 

Half  the  sweet  memories  once  you  gave  to  me, 
All  the  high  hopings  of  a  happier  day  ; 

One  joy  is  left  me  though  all  else  be  flown, — 
Gladness  of  guarding,  for  your  heart  to  see, 

Love  that  can  live,  unfriended  and  alone, 

Still,  all  you  ever  dream'd  that  love  should  be 

Glad  to  my  soul  am  I  that  this  is  mine; 

Pain  be  my  portion  so  it  prove  such  love  ; 
Grief  be  the  guerdon  my  heart  gains  of  thine, 

Counting  no  cost  so  all  my  living  prove 
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Worthy  to  stand  before  your  eyes,  O  Sweet, 
Earnest  of  all  things  that  are  true  and  strong, 

Foothold  if  need  be  for  your  faltering  feet, 
Handclasp  to  hold  you  should  the  troubles 
throng. 

Yet  ruthless  Time  outbeats  the  bravest  breast. 
Time  that  must  work  our  glowing  lives  such 
wrong, 
O  love,  to  bring  thee  all  my  being's  best, 

Now,  ere   life's   ebbing,  while  the  tide  flows 
strong  ! 
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LOVE'S    PROVING 

Sweet  friend,  I  thank  you  for  those  summer 
hours, — 
Hush'd  hours   of    heart-rest    that   we    Hved 
together, 
Dear    days    of   dreaming    'midst   the   meadow 
flowers, 
Of  hillside  wand'rings,  bird-songs,  and    blue 
weather ; 
Hours  when  the  sunset  splendour  held  our  heart, 
When  the  mild  moonlight  fell  on  field  and 
fold, 
When  all  the  night  seem'd  trembling  to  impart 
Some  wondrous  love-lore,  that  might  scarce 
be  told. 
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Yet   thank   you  most,  dear  though  such   days 
have  pass'd, 
That    dreaming's    done, — that    through    my 
slumber-song 
You  dash'd  such  discord  ;  for  my  heart  at  last, 
Waked    from   vain  visions  stands  clear-eyed 
and  strong. 
Ready  and  proud,  pain's  utmost  price  to  pay  ; 
For  mine  you  make  it  now  to  show  my  love, 
Unfriended,  still  unfalt'ring,  come  what  may, — 
Love  that  no  heart  at  rest  could  ever  prove. 
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MY    ROSE 

Lost-love  who  so  loves  the  roses, 
Now  from  every  bowl  one  rose — 

Most  perfect-petal'd,  and  of  hue 
Tenderest-tinted — that  I  choose, 
And  I  call  it — You. 

And  stooping,  in  my  hollow'd  hands 
I  hold  it,  in  its  pure  completeness, 

Deep  I  breathe  a  fragrant  bliss, 

And  deep  into  its  heart  of  sweetness. 
With  closed  eyes  I  kiss. 

And,  kissing,  all  the  world's  away, — 
My  hands  are  met  amidst  your  hair, 
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The  leaves  your  very  lips  are  grown, 
And  all  my  being  thrilling  there, 
To  your  breast  is  flown. 

And  so,  my  rose,  maybe  'tis  best  ; 

Your  gathered  love  perchance  might  die 
If  once  upon  my  heart  'twere  laid  ; 

But  safe  in  such  fair  phantasy, 
Never  can  it  fade. 
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COME! 

Oh,  that  you  lay  here,  lost-love,  by  my  side, 
Pressing  the  cool  turf  on  these  cliffs  to-night, 
Visioning  our  lives,  with  me,  upon  the  wide 
Mysterious  glimmering  of  this  midnight  sea  ; — 
For   there,   each  moment,   crests   of   new-born 

waves 
Rise  clean  and  white,  hinting  my  longing  heart 
Of  many  a  bright  chance,  yet,  maybe,  to  break 
Pure  from  the  darkened  waters  of  our  past. 

We  were  not  made  for  cities,  you  and  I, 
And  in  their  reek  lies  poison  for  our  souls, 
Their  riches  but  impoverish  our  hearts. 
Make  but  a  wedge  to  rive  us  from  our  best. 
Driven  ever  deeper  by  cold  custom's  hand. 
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Escape,  true  heart,  escape !  break  free  to  me. 
And    with  me,  bare   your   tired   brow   to   the 

breeze. 
Would  that  I  might  so  bare  my  very  heart, 
And  you,  sweet  soul,  be  blown  in  to  its  nest, 
Even  as  a  bird  from  storm  to  shelt'ring  leaves. 

And  oh,  would  God,  the  wild  unworthy  past 
Might   so   be  blown   clean   from  our  lives.     It 

might — 
It  shall  be  so  !     Come  but  to  me  !     The  world. 
Its  passions  and  its  pitfalls,  once  away. 
And  what  we  truly  are  given  space  to  breathe — 
Here  where  the  wallflowers  and  wild-mignonette 
Dance  in  the  breeze  against  the  star-lit  sea — 
The  fresh  unsullied  flowers  of  the  soul 
Would   spring   again    and   hide    the    shameful 

scars  ; 
And  we  should  live  as  when  we  lingered  once 
Along  those  happy  borderlands  of  love. 
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Whose  sun  glowed  one  great  promise  of  heart- 
rest, 

And  night  gleamed  with  a  million  stars  of 
hope, — 

Those  happy,  happy  borderlands,  whose  joys 

(So  little  valued  and  so  hurried  by) 

Once  passed,  our  hearts  have  found  transcended 
never. 
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POSSESSION! 

Though  his  they  were,  not  mine,  to  cut  and 

kill— 
The  lonely  pines  I  loved,  my  hill-top  Seven — 
Who  heard  their  wild  sighs  voice  his  woe?     Or 

saw. 
When  flaming  sunsets  blazed  behind  their  hill. 
Titanic  forms  of  Angels  lost,  at  war 

Against  the  gates  of  Heaven  ? 

Which  saw  the  wood-dove  bow  upon  the  branch, 
In  proud  humility  of  love's  delight? 
Or,  when  the  passioned  moment  silenced  him, 
The  eve-jar  slip  from  midmost  shade,  and  launch 
On  moonlight,  clap  his  silken  sails,  and  skim 
The  purple  pools  of  Night? 
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Saw  he  the  stars  of  frosty  Noels  make 
Them  Christmas-trees,  of  myriad  taper-shine, 
For  h'ttle  angels  hovering  above  ? 
Who  held  the  whole  land  dearer  for  their  sake  ? 
His  was  the  axe  and  gold,  but  mine  the  love 
That  made,  and  keeps  them,  mine ! 
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THE   INGRATE 

Railing  at  Fate  that  parts,  and  Time  that  bars, 
At  Life  unblessed  by  you,  that  wastes  so  fast, 

I  fell,  reviling  still  our  hostile  stars, 
To  troubled  sleep  at  last. 

And  dreamed  you  Dead  !     That  I  might  never 
again 
Look  in  your   eyes,  or  hold  your  'friending 
hand, 
And  life  seem'd  one  long  looking-back  in  vain, 
From  a  lone  hopeless  land. 

Then  my  soul,  wild  with  very  spirit-fear, 

Strove  with  that  dream-despair  and  wrenched 
me  free, 
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Raptured  I  woke,  once  more  to  know  you  near, — 
In  the  same  world  with  me. 

Ingrate !  that  Hvest  in  her  beauty's  beam, 

That  hear'st  her  voice  ;  cannot  thy  gross  heart 
prize 

Even  that  tender  ray  thou  dare'st  to  deem 
Veiled  love-light  in  her  eyes  ? 

Ashamed,  I  heard  the  first  birds  stir  and  sing. 
Through  tears  I  saw  the  day  dawn  clean  and 
new, 

And  all  my  Being  bowed  in  thanksgiving 
For  life,  and  love,  and  you. 
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BETWEEN  THE  TIDES 

The    small    bats  flitt'ring,  wheeling,  here  and 
there, 
Seem'd  sprhikling  darkness  down  the  village 
street  ; 
And  like  some  Spirit  of  Silence,  through  the  air 

An  owl  went  wavering,  with  a  noiseless  beat 
Of  down-bemuffled  wings  ;  from  far  away 
Just    reached    the    ear    a    faintest   rhythmic 
sighing, 
Where   the  ebb'd    surf  lay  spent    beyond    the 
bay,— 
Scarcely  a  sound, — rather,  a  Silence  dying. 
No  least  air  stirred,  and   gathering  round  my 
heart 
I  felt  the  aura  of  the  rare  still  hour 
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Wherein  the  waves  of  Life  draw  far  apart, 

And  the  strong  winds  of  world-stress  lose  their 
power ; — 
When  one's  true  being  h'veth,  for  a  breath, 

In  an  aloneness  that  is  never  lonely, 
'Midst  things  the  Imagination  pondereth, 

And  ambient  joys  the  Heart  perceiveth,  only. 
And  through  the  silence,  saturate  with  sense 

Of  half-caught  message,  memory  of  you 
Fell  like  a  thread,  and  swift  thereon,  the  tense 

Clear  crystal  of  Delight  was  formed  anew  ! — 
Keen,  sweet,  undimmed,  the  old  enchantments 
rise, 

Kind  beyond  hope,  your  tones  come  back  once 
more. 
From  careless  crowds  I  see  your  greeting  eyes 

As  once  they  sought  mine,  by  that  other  shore. 
Nothing  is  lost — nothing  !     I  even  heard 

Those  little  stumbling  words  of  yours,  when 
moved 
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By  some  small   flutter  at  heart — my  shy,  lost 
bird — 
And  saw  that  swift  bird-glance  I  knew  and 
loved  ; 
Caught  once  again  the  little  sibilant  sound, 

That  I  remembered  served  your  lips  for  "yes"; 
Then,  free'd   by  just  that   one   slight   spell,    I 
found 
(O  still,  boon  hour !)  a  flood  of  tenderness 
Flow  for  my  healing,  and  the  old   hurt  grow 
nought. 
And,  once  again,  I  felt  within  me  move 
Blest    hour !)    a    hinting   of   some    high    vast 
Thought, — 
A  lifting  t'wards  an  Universal  Love  : 
And  worthless,  mean,  unutterably  base 

Seemed  those  last  blaming  passioned  days, 
and  all 
Misread  the  tender  scriptures  of  your  face. 
Ah  me !  how  did  I  ever  dare  to  call 
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That  "  love  "  ?  Forgive  !  But  now,  to  take  their 
own, — 

Their  rock-pools  of  the  shore  and  of  my  soul, — 
Sea  and  life-tides  returned.     But  I  had  known 

A  sound  from  shores  where  deeper  waters  roll, 
And  whis[)ers  of  the  arcane  Truths  of  love. 

So,  homeward,  Sweet,  the  pitiful  past  confest, 
The  benediction  of  the  night,  above, 

And  in  my  heart  a  deep  adoring  rest. 
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REMEMBER! 

Dear,  though,  maybe,  but  bUndest  chance 

Our  lives  together  cast, 
Now  'tis  my  deep,  my  loyal  love, 

That  links  us  to  the  last :  Remember ! 

Remember,  when  a  bold-tongued  world 

Lifts  its  loud  paean  to  thee. 
The  praised  stars  of  thy  conquering  eyes 

Are  loved  home-lights  to  me  :  Remember  ! 

And  when  such  lip-love  silent  falls, 

When  false  friends  stand  apart, 
When  looms  the  loneliest  of  thy  days, — 

I  wait  thee  then,  dear  heart :  Remember  ! 
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And,  oh,  when  I  must  leave  my  Hfe, 

Your  h"ving  makes  so  sweet, 
Come  where  we  rest — my  dream  and  I — 

Waiting  your  faithful  feet ; 

Come  sometimes  — and  remember  ! 
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A   SORROW    IN   SPRING 

At  dawn,  Dearest,  word  came  winging 

On  a  dew-washed  wind,  to  say 
That  the  sweet  maid  Spring  strays  singing 

Through  our  last  year's  fields  to-day, 
With  her    wild-wood    eyes   and    bright    blown 
hair ! — 

And  we  not  there  ! 

But  how  should  I  dare  to  greet  her. 
With  her  ruined  gift  in  my  hand  ? 

Alone  and  ashamed,  how  meet  her, 
How  hope  she  should  understand 

A  love  could  fail,  she  foster'd  so, 
A  year  ago  ? 


DEVICES  AND   DESIRES  13 

Oh,  to  follow  through  gleam  and  shower 

The  petal'd  print  of  her  feet, 
Watch  while  she  waken'd  the  wind-flower, 

Hear  what  she  whisper'd  the  wheat ; 
Life,  how  my  heart  could  live  to-day ! — 
But  for  Love's  "  nay." 

But  you,  my  lost  queen  of  flowers, 

Still  for  you  the  days  are  good. 
For  you  still  the  sun-splash'd  showers. 

The  secret  shrines  of  the  wood  ; 
And  our  little  brook  trips  by  sweet  and  gay, 
The  old,  wild  way. 

Have  the  beeches'  baby-fingers 

Slipt  yet  their  silken  glove? 
Say  if  some  last  leaf  lingers 

Still,  from  my  Spring  of  love, — 
It's  sad  days  shuddering  dead  and  drear, 
As  mine  do,  Dear, 
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And  our  birds  ;  go  glean  for  me,  darling, 

Wherever  we  used  to  rove. 
Some  scrap  of  news  of  the  starling, 

Least  word  of  the  whitethroat's  love, — 
That  love  that  brings  his  world  to  bloom, 
That  brought  my  doom 

With  its  burden  of  vain  believing, 

Its  pangs  of  a  famished  faith, 
With  the  dream  of  its  desjDerate  weaving, 

Worn  to  a  weary  wraith, — 
A  dying  dream,  of  a  woman's  breast — 
Of  love,  of  rest. 

Oh  !  can  it  be  there  is  singing 

In  every  copse  to-day  ? 
Can  thy  waves,  sweet  Spring,  be  flinging 

White  showers  of  hawthorn  spray  ? 
And  life  and  love  fill  the  happy  air  ? — 
And  we,  not  there  ! 
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ST.   MARGARET'S   CLIFFS 

0  FATEFUL,  beauteous,  unforgetable  ! 

Years  pass  but  cannot  break  or  shake  the  spell 

You  wove  so  surely  on  that  radiant  night, 

To  hold  me,  body  and  heart,  and  soul,  and  all  ! 

1  see  you  yet,  bright  fashioner  of  my  fate, 
As,  brooding  o'er  the  beauty  of  that  scene, 
Embodying  all  its  dreamy  ecstasy. 

You  sat  high  on  our  thymy  Kentish  cliffs. 
Clasping  your  knees  beneath  your  unbound  hair, 
That,  violet-burnish'd  by  a  great  moon,  hung 
In  wavy  masses  to  your  indrawn  feet  ; 
While,  as  from  some  small  night  within  the  night, 
That  shelter'd  in  that  cavern  of  your  curls. 
Your  deep  eyes,  luminous  with  moon  and  stars. 


134  DEVICES   AND   DESIRES 

And  all  the  glory  garner'd  from  the  hour, 
Seem'd  beaconing  back  the  headland  lights  of 

France ; 
Alas  !  unlike  them,  guiding  to  no  rest ! 
(O  haven-heart !     O  storm  within  my  own  !) 
Below  us  stole  the  moonlit  home-bound  ships  ; 
And  all  the  longing  of  all  hearts  they  bore 
Concentred  in  my  own  that  yearn'd  for  yours  : 
And  you — weaving  your  own  enchanted  world — 
Seem'd  to  suffuse  with  shadows  your  low  tones. 
And  subtly  grow  nocturnal  with  the  night. 
I  look'd,  and  reel'd  beneath  the  stroke  of  sense, 
The  stab  of  unendurable  delight. 
O  eyes  !    Far  beacon-lights  !    Bright  sea  below  ! 
Moon  and  innumerable  stars  above ! 
And  thou,  salt  eager  air  that  fill'd  my  breast ! — 
How  will  ye  haunt  me  through  sad  nights  to 

come. 
In  that  last  breathless  sick-room  that  must  be! 
When  old  scenes  shall,  alas  !  dislimn  themselves, 
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And  old  songs,  "  never  to   die,"  at   length    be 

drovvn'd 
In  the  vext  beats  of  a  worn  labouring  heart. 
O  deathless  memory  of  a  hope  that  died, 
Stay,  and  sink  with  me,  into  sleep  at  last ! 
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DREAM    AND    DAWN 

As  one  may  hold  awhile  some  happy  dream, 
Yet    know    he     wakes ;     and     some     bright 
moments  gain, 
Ere  yet  a  loveless  daybreak's  cold  gray  gleam 
Recalls  to  pain : — 

So,  dearest,  standing  in  your  sun-bright  smile, 

That  home  of  hovering  hopes  you  bid  begone, 
I  still  can  dream  love  shines  a  little  while, 
As  once  it  shone. 
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VVITCHFIRE 

What  would  you  say  if  all  this  love  of  mine, 
Strong  but  by  starlight,  could   not  dare  the 
day  ? — 
Owed  to  moon-magic  all  its  rapture  fine  ; 

What  would  you  say  ? 

Yet,  like  the  cold,  thin,  heartless  ray 

Of  day-lit  diamonds,  glint  those  eyes  of  thine, 
That,  meeting,  wound  me  on  my  morning  way. 
Yet,  day  done,  gleam  and  warm  like  wondrous 
wine  ; 
Turn  not  all  men  from  where  the  fen-fires  play? 
And    should    I    seek    some    steadfaster  soul- 
shine — 

What  could  you  say  ? 
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WORDS 

"  How  brave  love  should  be  revered  !  " 
So  she  spake  in  days  of  yore, — 

"  Only  craven  faltering  feared  !  " 

Sweet  strong  words,  but  nothing  more  ; 
Words,  no  more  ! 

"  How  to  worship  love  enough  ?  " 
Sang  her  lips  in  happier  days, — 

"  Love  that  lives  through  smooth  and  rough, 
Striding  on  with  steadfast  gaze." — 

Words,  no  more  ! 
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And  one  heart  hopes  not  again, 
One  faith  may  look  forth  no  more, 

But,  forsaken  in  its  pain, 

Knows,  too  late,  such  sweet-voiced  lore — 
Words,  no  more ! 
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TRANCE 

Where  did  we  go,  lov'd  one,  you  and  I, 

Can  you  remember, — that  wonder  world  ? 
Up  what  wild  path  did  our  spirits  fly, — 

Wind-swept     and     star-set,     moonbeam-em- 
pearled, 
Straight  from  that  silent  enchanted  shore 

'Twixt   a  sweet-voiced,  languorous,  throbbing 
tide, 
And    the    great    cliffs    brooding    strange    and 
hoar  ; 
What  spirit  led  us,  love,  side  by  side, — 

Where,  where  did  we  go  ? 
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Only  I  knew  that  a  syren  sea, 

Sang  till  her  wild  song  fill'd  the  night, 
And  the  moon-blanched  headlands'  mystery 

Grew  till  it  tranced  all  my  aching  sight  ; 
Only  I  felt,  through  a  rushing  air, 

Warm  lips,  that,  parting,  drew  in  my  life, 
New,  undreamed  odours  of  blinding  hair, 

Clasp  and  caress  of  some  spirit-wife  ; 
Ah,  where  did  we  go  ? 

Love,  'twas  to  life  and  our  own  true  star, 

Whence  our  souls  sprang,  which  we  yet  shall 
see. 
From  this  alien  land  it  floats,  how  far, 

Out  o'er  the  dream  verge  of  memory  ! 
But,  with  the  morn,  you  forgot  the  way, 

Turned  from  our  home  and  our  spirit-kin. 
Saw  and  heard  only  the  heartless  day, 

Feigned  that  our  own  world  had  never  been. 
But  'tis  there  love,  there  ! 
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There,  ever  there,  and  I  know  the  way, — 

'Tis  an  airy  tide  through  the  h'ps  of  Love  ! 
Mind  thee,  O  sister-soul,  come  what  may, 

Once  we  were  whirled  to  his  heart  above, 
Caught  in  the  vortex  of  Love's  great  life. 

Indrawn  were  we  on  his  burning  breath  ; 
Come  then  twin  spirit,  my  more  than  wife, 

Through  hope  and  doubting,  through  life  and 
death 

Come,  for  our  home  lies  there ! 
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BIRDS 

When  bird-song  peals  are  ringing 
From  Spring-built  belfries  high, 

The  wild  things  straight  are  winging 
Wait  we  a  moment  nigh, 

Scarce  one  sweet  throat  stays  singing, 
For  fifty  that  will  fly. 

And  you — best  bird  and  dearest — 
Though  reverent  I  drew  near, 

Flew  fast,  and  closed  the  clearest 
Soul-call,  this  heart  shall  hear, 

That  knew  you  Nature's  nearest, 
Hail'd  you  Heaven's  harbinger. 
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HIDDEN 

Does  never  a  voice  wail  in  your  ears, 

As  the  voice  of  a  child  of  your  heart    that 

died? 
Nor  a  pang  of  thought  re-wake  the  pride, 

When,  wet  with  your  first  tender  tears, 
Life  laid  it  at  your  side  ? 

See  you  not  still  the  trustful  face 
When  all  your  life  it's  life  caress'd  ? 
When  as  a  bird  on  her  first  nest. 

You  brooded,  glorying  in  its  grace, 
And  bless'd  it  at  your  breast  ? 
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Does  never  at  night  the  thought  appal, — 
That  you  it  loved  and  trusted  so, 
Gave  at  the  last,  for  love,  a  blow, 

Grew  sick  of  love,  and  care,  and  all. 
And  glad  for  it  to  go  ? 

But  oh,  it  was  no  child  that  died. 

No  thought,  alone,  that  haunts  you  now, 
But  there  behind  your  bright  live  brow. 

One  dark  place  of  decay  you  hide. 
Where  Love  died, — you  know  how. 

Pile  flowers  of  new  fancies  fair, 

Till  of  the  dead  you  leave  no  trace. 
Yet,  storms  of  soul  shall  sweep  the  place, 

Gusts  of  emotion  once  more  bare 
That  love's  pale  piteous  face. 
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BETWEEN  THE  MAY  AND  THE 
ROSE 

'TWAS  between  the  June  and  the  May-day 
When  the  tide  of  the  sweet  Spring  flows, 

Setting  strong  for  the  summer's  heyday, — 
Just  between  the  May  and  the  Rose. 

And  the  moon,  a  great  gold  rose,  love, 
Stole  up  through  the  scented  night, 

Ah !  none  but  the  lover  knows,  love, 
That  perfume  of  golden  light. 

And  the  weak  wind  ceased  its  sighing. 
And  the  last  lark  sank  to  rest. 

No  sound  but  the  corn-crake  crying, 
And  the  throb  in  my  beating  breast. 
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The  wild  rose  caught  at  your  waist,  love, 
And  the  maybloom  touched  your  hair; 

There  was  none  to  bid  us  haste,  love, 
And  I  heard  your  "  I  love  you,"  there. 

O  little  wood  where  we  waited 

And  watched  the  moon  grow  white. 

Where  my  sense  of  life  was  sated, 
Can  I  ever  forget  you  quite  ? 

Nay,  'tis  there  I  am  ling'ring  now,  love. 

But  when  will  you  come  again  ? 
Ah,  woe  for  the  wavering  vow,  love, 

And  the  heart  with  its  empty  pain ! 

All  the  flower-folk  seem  to  miss  you. 
And  I  cannot  bear  they  should  know. 

So,  I  take  some,  I  say,  "  to  kiss  you  " ; 
Sweet  lips,  that  it  were  but  so ! 
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Come  back  to  us,  O  come  soon,  love, 
For  never  a  blossom  knows, 

Win  back  to  that  golden  moon,  love. 
Between  the  May  and  the  Rose  ! 
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THE   TAUNT   OF   SPRING 

Lonely,  amid  a  mating  land, 
I  lie  lull'd  by  the  pine's  low  voice, 
Bidding,  in  vain,  my  heart  rejoice, 

Because  the  Spring  is  near  at  hand  : 

And,  dreaming  here,  I  saw  but  now, 

Three  love-blind  birds  from  out  the  blue, 
With  small  fierce  cries  and  tangled  hue, 

Dash  down  upon  a  sunlit  bough  ; 

A  moment's  passionate  strife  above, 
A  few  torn  feathers  in  the  air, 
And  one  flies,  leaving  joyous  there. 

Two,  joined  by  the  wise  laws  of  love. 
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And  I  am  driv'n  again  to  roam 

Seeking  a  balm — how  long  denied  ! — 
An  old  wound  once  more  gaping  wide, 

A  heart  made  hungrier  yet  for  home. 
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WAITING-TIME 

"Wait   for   the   Spring!" — my  vvinter'd    heart 
would  say — 
"  She    brings    who     knows    what    wondrous 
happening, 
Even  for  us  may  dawn  some  love-Ht  day, — 
Wait  for  the  Spring  !  " 

And     Spring,     long-waited,     deep-desired,  has 
passed, 
Scarce  welcomed  ere  we  mourned  her  parting 
wing. 
And  to  my  heart,  her  breath  made  beat  so  fast. 
What  did  she  bring  ? 


152  DEVICES   AND   DESIRES 

Only  some  aching  hours  of  deep  distress, 

That  I  should  walk  her  world,  so  freshly  fair. 
Alone  ; — her  music,  message,  all  her  loveliness 
With  none  should  share. 

Only  a  day  of  half-shamed  heart-unrest. 

In    vain    companionship,    that   brought    but 
dearth 
Of  that  pure  communing  my  soul  loves  best, — 
With  thee,  sweet  Earth. 

Send    me  the  day,  O    Spring,  when    thy  clear 
song 
Rings    answer    to    loved    lips    that    by   me 
move, — ■ 
Antiphonies  of  home  and  heaven  above. 
Blest  day,  I  wait  thee  still,  O  Life  how  long  ? 
How  long,  O  Love  ? 
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LOVE'S    GOLGOTHA 

When  first  we  met,  your  dream-led  feet 
Sought  for  some  face  divine, 

Your  love  about  some  starland  beat, 
And  scorned  mere  Earth's,  and  mine. 

And  now,  in  this  world's  gear  you  see 

A  goal  all  dreams  above, — 
In  fashion's  dreary  travesty 

Of  real  life  and  love. 

So,  robbed  by  both,  by  both  denied 

The  good  he  still  believes, 
Love,  once  again,  is  crucified, — 

A  god  between  two  thieves. 
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MIRRORS 

As  once,  ere  love  dared  breathe  a  vow, 

We,  wandering  o'er  a  windswept  lea, 
Saw  from  a  newly-broken  bough 
The  hidden  sap  stream  free  ; 

So,  when  Death  whispered  we  must  part. 
That  I  must  go  from  life  and  thee, 
I  saw  the  hid  love  in  thy  heart 
Break  from  its  bonds,  to  me. 

Alone,  I  pace  our  path  again, 

And  see  small  topmost  buds  still  grow. 
Though  their  tall  tree  lies  newly  slain 
Beneath  the  woodman's  blow  ; 
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And,  oh,  here  too,  my  life  seems  shown, — 

Small  hopes  that  will  not  heed  love's  "  no," 
Despite  dead  joy,  so  fairly  grown. 
And  now,  alas!  laid  low. 
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"FOOL'S-PARSLEY" 

By  the  tall  wild  parsley  waiting, 
Where  we  met  to  linger,  Sweet, 

When  the  feather'd  breasts  were  mating. 
When  the  woodland's  pulses  beat  ; 

'Midst  a  million  sweet  things  springing, 
Your  wild  fancies  could  but  spring  ; 

With  the  larks  such  love-songs  singing, 
How  could  your  heart  help  but  sing  ? 

And  I  listen'd,  love,  believing, 

Knowing  not  my  paradise 
Was  a  dream  of  May-time's  weaving, 

Flying  as  a  May-day  flies. 
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Our  white  wildings  now  are  dying, 
Still  I  haunt  them  ;  where  are  you  ? 

Hark  !  some  mocking  wood-elf's  crying, — 
"  Ha  !  'tis  call'd  '  fool's-parsley  '  too  !  " 
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SILENCES 

Deep  down  in  the  wood's  heart,  buried  in  the 
bracken, 
Stillness  and  starlight  fill'd   the   sweet  June 
night, 
Save  where  the  eve-jar's  happy  whirring  love- 
loom 
Spun    a    soft   sound -raiment,   to    clothe    the 
heart's  delight ; 
Suddenly   he   ceased ;    and   a    little    shock   of 
silence 
Struck   the  list'ning   sense,   as   he    sped   his 
silent  flight. 
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Then    a  fool  and    madman,    uncontent   with 
heaven — 
Heaven  he  might   find,  love,  wheresoe'er  thou 

art — 
Blurred  the  silver  silence  with  his  foolish  fateful 
question, 
And  straight  from  his  your  fingers  fell    and 
lay  apart  ; 
And  then,  oh  then,  a  deeper,  a  deadly  sickening 
silence 
Struck,  aye  struck  and  stabb'd,  through  and 
through  his  helpless  heart ! 
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HER   LIE,   AND    HIS 

One  burden  on  his  life  you  laid — 
Of  all  you  brought,  the  heaviest — 

That  on  his  faithful  spirit  weighed 
More  deadly  chill  than  all  the  rest ; — 

In  that  dark  hour  your  red  lips  lied 

(That  they  could  lie  none,  none  must  know !), 
When  you  dared  breathe  'twas  his  love  died, 

And  his  great  love  spake  "  even  so." 
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AN    ANCHOR 

Once,  little  craft,  'twixt  me  and  thee 
Held  the  staunch  cable  Love  ; 

And  what  were  lightless  caves  to  me, 
So  thou  rode'st  safe  above  ? 

But,  sternly  wrought,  I  had  small  gift. 

Save  for  the  stormy  day, 
No  singing  sail,  to  bear  thee  swift 

Across  Joy's  sunlit  bay. 

Now,  lost  sea-deep,  I  lie  at  last — 
A  dead  Hope  'midst  the  dead — 

And  thou  art  bent  beneath  the  blast, 
Fate's  harsh  lee-shore  ahead. 

M 
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GOD-SPEED 

So  thou  must  go,  bright  Hope  of  Love-to-be  ? 

Have  I  left  aught  undone,  to  cheer  thy  stay. 
Of  fair  observances,  that  might  have  won 

Thy  wandering  heart  to  rest  contented  ?    Nay, 
All  has  been  done. 

And  yet  not  all ;  so  sweet  our  days  have  passed — 
Too  sweet,  too  calm — for  had  there  fall'n  on 
thee 
Some  shock  of  fate,  had  some  fierce  life-storm 
come. 
Shrinking,   thou    might'st   have   nestled    safe 
to  me, 

And  known  thy  home. 
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Goodbye,  farewell !     and  may  God  be  thy  guide 

To   some   true   rest,  where'er   thy   feet   may 

roam  ; 

Then,  of  thy  Heaven,  send  me  some  happy  sign ; 

But    should    thy   tired   heart   find    no   other 

home — 

Come  back  to  mine  ! 
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TO   CLIFFORD   HARRISON 

Of  poet-hearts  the  very  Galahad — 

Thy  Grail  the  highest  thought,  the  heav'nliest 
sound, 
Which  winning,  still  thy  great  soul  was  not  glad 

Till   all   thy  world   shared   all   thy   treasure 
found — 
Thine  is  the  love  of  thousands  !     Led  by  thee 

We  hold  life  dearer,  yet,  beyond  its  pale 
Dare  dream  thy  visions  of  a  vast  May-be. 

Pure  valiant  heart,  thine  honour  shall  not  fail ! 
Never  shall  we  forget ! — but  see  thee  still, 

Fired  with  the  fervour  of  thy  poet-thought. 
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While  harping  hands  and   that  true  soul-voice 
thrill 
Each  heart  to  feel  its  Heaven  is  nearer  brought 
Bravely  thou  fought'st  to  find  thy  Being's  best, 
And,  wounded  sorely,  still  hast  won  thy  quest ! 
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UNSUNG 

With  each  first  morning-consciousness 

Of  waking,  loved  by  thee, 
Fair  dreams  and  singing  fancies  press 

And  sue  for  Hfe  of  me : 

But  the  world,  too,  is  calling  then, 

And  ardours  die  away, 
That  I  can  never  catch  again 

At  the  tired  close  of  dav. 


DEVICES   AND   DESIRES  167 


THE   HOUR   OF   FLIGHT 

Know'st  thou  that  hour  before  the  dawn, 

When,  troubled  in  her  skimber  deep, 

The   sweet    Earth  seems   to   sigh  and  turn    in 

sleep  ? 
A  small  wind,  like  some  dreaming  pain, 
Wakes  then  to  weep, 
And  long  for  morn  ; 

(The  Shepherd  knows  it,  and  all  watching  men) 
And  leaf  and  beast  and  brooding  bird. 
Each  vaguely  stirred, 
A  little  moves,  then  sleeps  again. 

What  is  it  wakes  their  dim  distress  ? 
Is  it  the  pulsing  of  enfranchised  wings 
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That  Heavenward  press  ? 

(For  'tis  the    Birth-hour  that  blind  man   calls 

Death) 
Do  all  yet  Earthbound  things 
Thrill  with  the  passing  breath 
Of  pinions,  bearing  back  the  souls  of  men 
To  God  acrain  ? 
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ONCE 

Once,  loyal  heart  and  faithful  feet, 
A  hinted  want  and  you  were  there, 

With  eager  step  and  trembling  beat. 
My  pleasure  or  my  pang  to  share. 

Naught  did  I  know  of  all  your  worth  ; 

(Alas,  blind  eyes  and  empty  heart !) 
I  never  guessed,  of  all  His  Earth, 

God  gave  you  as  my  priceless  part. 

Spendthrift,  I  squander'd  all  your  hoard,- 
Of  Love's  good  gifts,  the  perfect  sum  ; 

Now,  longed-for,  forfeited,  adored. 
You  come  not,  and  you  cannot  come. 
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BESET 

Once,  ray-like,  putting  griefs  to  rout, 
You  passed  my  threshold  o'er ; 

Ah,  then,  the  grim  forms,  gliding  out, 
Stole  past  you  at  the  door. 

But  now — e'en  could  you  come  again — 

I  doubt  you  could  not  win 
Where,  herded  off  from  happier  men. 

The  grey  things  hem  me  in. 

Love,  if  a  madden'd  soul  should  take 

One  red,  dread  way  to  rest. 
Say,  may  it,  for  one  Springtime's  sake, 

Find  refuge  in  your  breast  ? 
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LOSS 

A  WIND  went  vvath  you  wailing  low, 

A  mist-shroud  wrapped  our  trysting  tree, 

\  felt  some  chilling  fate-tide  flow, 
Yet  knew  not  what  you  were  to  me, — 
And  let  you  go. 

You  for  whom,  now,  what  longings  grow ! 

Too  late  I  lift  soul-lids  and  see ; 
Home  of  my  heart  I  need  you  so, 

I  knew  not  then  what  went  from  me, — 
But  now  I  know  ! 
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DROPPED   THREADS 

Should  Retrospection,  musing, 

With  sudden  warmth  recall 
A  love  too  fair  for  losing, 

The  careless  years  let  fall ; 
And  murmur,  never  doubting, 

"  Our  ways  must  now  re-twine, 
She  will  forget  old  flouting, 

Whose  life  once  leant  to  mine  :  "- 

O  unreturning  rapture ! 

As  soon,  alas  !  one  may 
The  gossamer  recapture. 

That  morning  wafts  away, 
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As  win  back  threads  once  woven 

With  woof  of  later  Hves  ; 
The  old  chance,  Time  hath  cloven, 

The  re-born  dream,  he  rives. 
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THE    DRAUGHT 

Oh,  I  have  drunk  the  goblet  of  your  wine — 
Your  Hfe-wine — from  its  rosy  pulsing  brim, 
Down  to  the  hidden  mystic  springs  of  it : 
I  saw  its  rich  hues  shot  with  light  of  love ; 
I  breathed,  and  drew  its  rapturous  savour  in  ; 
Tasted,  and  felt  it  flow  deep  into  me. 
'Tis  gone ;  and  with  it  goes  its  only  worth 
To  me — who  dream'd  not  of  such  fleetingness, 
Who  stood  aghast  at  it — its  only  worth 
A  wild  unlikeness  to  all  other  draughts, 
Its  individual  vintage,  rare,  unique 
'Midst  all  the  spiritual  wines  of  all  the  world. 
Therefore,  alas  !   I  would  not  taste  again. 
I  drank  you  ;  oh  yes,  I  was  drunk  of  you  ; 
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And    still    I    live  once    more  the  long-borne 

drought, 
Then  the  deep   draught,   and    the   glittering 

swarm  of  dreams ; 
You  pass,  but  they  dwell  with  me  till  I  die. 
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A  STAR 

What  means  it,  Sweet?     When  thou  vvert  far 
away, 
Caring  no  whit  if  life  went  well  with  me. 
Thine  image  and  my  yearning  thoughts  of 
thee, 
Brought  me  high  hopes,  dear  dreamings,  day  by 
day. 

Blest  was   I    while  thou   played'st  thy  passive 
part. 
But  what,  I  thought,  what  if  of  sweet  intent, 
Thy  love,  and  loveliness,  above  me  bent, 

To  quicken  and  irradiate  my  heart  ? 
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Thou    earnest ;    and — oh,   sad    sterile   dcatli    of 
dream — 
Want  of  thy  help,  it  was,    had    helped    me. 

Love, 
That,  star-like,  led  me  when  it  shone  above 
Heaven-high,    had,   stooping,    lost    its   guiding 
gleam  ! 
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A   SONG   AND    ITS   SINGING 

In  a  happy  heart-whole  hour, 
Beauty,  passing  Hke  a  flower, 

Floated  me  her  thoughts  like  scent ; 
To  a  little  song  I  made  them. 
At  her  little  feet  I  laid  them, 

Laughed,  and  looked,  and  lightly  went. 

Ah,  my  flower,  had  I  but  known 
With  your  scent  love-seed  was  sown, 

While  those  deep  eyes  dwelt  on  mine  !- 
For  now  you  come,  my  own  song  singing, 
And,  oh,  its  tale  my  heart  is  wringing. 

Idly  told  to  touch  but  thine ! 
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STRICKEN 

My  sea,  they  call  thee  cruel,  wrongins^  thee, 
Crafty  and  fierce, — they  know  not  what  they 
say; 

I  know,  poor  friend,  the  tyrant  enemy, 
Thou  must  obey  : — 

I  know  thee  troubled,  seized,  convulsed,  as  he 
Beneath  whose  nerve-toss'd  hands  his  dearest 
fall, 

Who  in  the  after-hour  of  lethargy. 
Knows  naught  of  all. 

For  so,  storm-stricken  on  thine  evil  day, 

When  from  wild  skies  down  sweep  the  winds 
of  doom, 
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Like  him,  unwitting,  thou  must  rise  and  slay. 
Thou  know'st  not  whom. 

While  with  sad  wavings  of  her  woodland  arms, 
And  piteous  wringings  of  her  leafy  hands, 

Helplessly  watching  till  the  fierce  fit  calms, 
Thy  grieved  Earth  stands. 
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TO   BENJAMIN    KIDD 

Prophet  and  Seer,  thou  bid'st  thy  world  awake 

From  petty  aims  and  narrow  private  strife, 
To  heed  thy  gospel-cry — "  for  others'  sake  !  " 

And,  sloughing  self,  live  in  the  Larger  Life; — 
Play,  for  the  Lives-to-be,  their  little  parts  ; 

Mark  where  the  Daystar  of  the  Future  gleams ; 
And,  rich  by  self-renouncement,  raise  their  hearts 

Onward,  and  upward  with  thy  daring  dreams  ! 
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NIGHT 

What  dost  thou  bring  me,  Night, bliss  or  bane?— 

Visions  'twere  worth  half  a  life  to  hold. 
Dream-hopes  above  any  price  of  pain  ? 

Or,  will  some  ghost-haunted  hour  unfold 
Old  griefs,  that  pitiless  watches  keep. 

How  many  nights  through  these  weary  years 
Sleeplessly  guarding  the  gates  of  Sleep, 

Taking  grim  toll  of  my  midnight  tears  ? 
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THE    MYSTERY   OF   EVIL 
(two  renderings) 


From  Innocence,  that  is  not  sin, 
At  touch  of  Sin,  the  un-innocent, 

(The  hfeless  Un  and  Is  Not)  went 
Virtue, — the  vital  Is,  we  win. 


II 


For  Thesis,  Innocence  He  takes, 

Thence  (most  profound  of  mysteries) 

Sin  His  Antithesis  He  makes, 
And  of  these,  Virtue, — Synthesis. 
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"DAY-BOOKS" 

Life  is  a  book  'tis  ours  to  write, 

Its  title—"  Possibilities," 
We've  pages  clean  for  every  day, 

Pens,  ink,  and  all  facilities ; 

And  most  from  title-page  to  "  End," 
Are  scribbled  with  celerity. 

But  oh,  how  few  are  fit  to  grace 
The  bookshelves  of  Posterity ! 
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FRIENDS 

If  the  poor  man  find  a  friend, 

He  may  count  him  rich  indeed  ; 
For  if  one  befriend  his  need, 
Little  fear  his  faith  must  end. 

Has  the  rich  man  "  friends  "  a  score, 

He  may  whisper  fearfully, — 
"  Dare  I  hope  these  true  to  me  ?  " 
Hope,  he  may  ;  but  nothing  more  ! 
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A    POETASTER'S    WIFE 

I  MAY  not  see  the  warm  hues  glow 
In  winter  woods,  on  moorland  sere, 

That_;^^z^  see ;  but  too  well  I  know 
Your  cold  glance  at  my  blindness,  Dear. 

I  cannot  catch  the  soft  sweet  moan 
The  midnight  waves  make  but  for  you  ; 

But  oh  !  I  hear  the  hardening  tone 
You  deal  me  as  my  deaf  ears'  due. 

How  should  I  yearn  for  other  skies, 
With  your  loved  brow  above  me  bent  ? 

But  aching  in  my  heart  there  lies 

Pain,  that  you  scorn  my  poor  content. 
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Then,   warm  your  heart  at  the  woodland  fires, 
Soothe  your  soul  by  the  whispering  sea. 

Strive  and  strain  for  your  far  desires  ; 
And  when  these  fail  you — come  to  me ! 
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WASTE 

Stronger  than  fear  of  Death  and  Doom, 
Than  any  hope  of  heaven  above, 

Than  aught  vim  know  from  birth  to  tomb, 
Is  women's  faith  in  them  they  love  ; 

And  we,  that  mountain-Hves  might  raise, 
We,  whom  this  holy  strength  they  lend, 

Purblind  pursue  what  earthbound  ways, 
To  leave  such  mole-hills  in  the  end  ! 
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WISHES 

The  poet  dreams,  and  the  cuckoo  calls, 
And  to  dream  one  dream  like  his,  I  long, 
To  sing  from  my  soul  one  true  bird-song, 
Ere  silence  falls. 

And  drifting,  beating,  in  life's  great  gale, 
May  I  find  one  friend  and  hold  him  fast, 
To  try,  to  trust,  and  to  love  at  last, 
Ere  handclasps  fail. 

And  oh,  for  one  woman-heart  of  gold  ! 

All  its  home  and  warmth,  I  could  die  to  know  ; 
God  grant  me  once  such  gleam  and  glow. 
Ere  comes  the  cold. 


igo  DEVICES   AND   DESIRES 


MY   FRIEND 

Who  never  failed  me  from  June  to  May, 

Lending  her  youth  the  sweet  seasons  through, 
Spending  her  strength  for  a  sick-man's  stay  ? — 
You,  my  friend,  you  ! 

Who  was  it  then  held  Despair  at  bay, 

When  dreads  were  many,  and  dreams  how  few. 
Bringing  me  through  to  the  brighter  day  ? — 
You,  my  friend,  you  ! 

For  whom,  till  I  die,  shall  I  daily  pray, 

Naming  her  Comrade,  tender  and  true. 
To  God  that  He  guard  all  her  earthly  way  ? 
You,  dear  friend,  you  ! 
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CHRISTMAS    HYMN 

O  God,  this  happy  thrice-blessed  morn, 
When  One,  with  hope  for  all,  was  born. 

Help  them  who  feel  no  new  love  glow, 
Nor  wider  sense  of  kindred  know. 

And  help  us  each  who  Christ  ward  strives, 
Though  dying  not  for  others'  lives. 

From  lifeless  dreams  of  self  to  wake, 
And  live,  at  least,  for  others'  sake. 

And  they  who  mourn  an  empty  chair, 
Make  them,  O  Lord,  Thy  special  care. 

For  was  not  once  their  grief  Thine  own. 
In  Heaven  itself,  an  empty  throne  ? 
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And  grant  one  cause  for  which  He  died, 

No  longer  may  be  set  aside, — 

For  warring  hosts,  His  words  forget, 
And  **  peace  on  earth,"  Lord,  tarries  yet. 

And  this  "  Goodwill  "  that  warms  the  heart, 

Oh,  may  it  not  with  night  depart. 

But  may  we  still  Love's  law  obey, 
As  every  day  were  Christmas  Day. 
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TO   THE    NEW   YEAR 

I  DARE  no  longer  come  with  pledge  or  vow, 
But  prayers   I   bring   thee  as  thy  first  hours 
chime  ; — 

First — that  I  ever  feel  thy  fleeting  Now 
The  priceless  jewel  in  my  ring  of  Time. 

And   through  all    windings    of  our    hopes    and 
creeds, 
'Midst  'wild'ring  babble  of  Philosophies, 
Let  me  remember  how  each  swift  hour  needs 
The  instant    kindness,   ere  the  good  chance 
flies. 

o 
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Bring  me  a  thousand  new  thoughts  high  and 
bright, 
But  bind  me  surer  to  tried  friend  and  truth ; 
Lead    me    where    Science    floods   her   ruthless 
light, 
But  let  me  keep  unchanged  the  old  heart  of 
ruth. 

Bring  what  you  will,  but  leave  my  soul  at  last, 
However  doubt-beset,  still  unafraid  ; 

With  Love,  despite  all  chances,  still  held  fast. 
And  the  Great  Hope  a  little  less  a  shade. 
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BEYOND 

O  LONGING  that  never  will  leave  us, 
For  what  do  we  yearn  so  and  strain  ? 

What  is  it,  this  ghost  that  loill  grieve  us, 
This  shadowy,  unnamed  pain  ? 

Though  Earth  lie  a  dreamland  of  beauty, 
Though  Love's  soft  horizon  shine  clear. 

And  delight  seems  the  simplest  of  duty, — 
Still,  the  transport  thrills  out,  in  a  tear  ! 

What  is  it,  just  out  of  our  reaching. 
This  haunting  and  passionate  pain  ? 

What  truth  would  the  ghost-voice  be  teaching 
Our  souls,  that  seem  list'ning  in  vain  ? 
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When  the  dews  of  a  Spring-season  dawning, 
Shine  sweet  o'er  the  glistening  earth, 

It  wakens  that  bitter  self-scorning. 
That  woe  at  our  own  unworth. 

Though  vision,  content  with  its  blessing, 

To  exquisite  beauty  be  bond, 
The  restless  soul  still  must  be  guessing 

At  meaning  and  message — beyond. 

O  Life,  there's  delight  in  thy  living. 

Still  we  strive  from  the  good  to  the  best, 

And,  maybe.  Death  alone  has  in  giving 
Release  from  the  Great  Unrest. 
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TO  L.  L. 

Obiit  Infans 

O  LITTLE  half-forgotten  brother,  haste  ! 
Now  is  the  hour  God  hath  bid  thee  wait, 
Now    thine    appointed,    priceless    Day   of 

days, 
Wing,   then,  across   thy   gold    and    pearly 
ways, 
Swift  to  Heaven's  opening  gate. 

For   see,  she   comes  ! — thine   and    our    Mother 
comes  ! 
Then,  happiest  of  her  sons,  haste  to  thy  bliss. 
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Enfold  her  with  thine  heaven-perfected  love ; 
O    ne'er   through    all    thy   brilliant    years 
above, 
Shone  one  such  hour  as  this  ! 

Ah  !  lead  her  very  slowly,  gentl)^  in, 

Worn  comes  she  from  the  battle  nobly  won, 
Faint   from   the   anguish   of    Earth's    last 

farewell ; 
So,   starred   with    love    our    lifted    hearts 
would  tell. 
Lead  her  to  Love's  own  Sun. 

But,   brother,    Heaven    seems    all    too    dearly 
gained, 
Unseeing  her  love  of  us,  thine  earthly  kin  ; 
Yet  happy  art  thou  that  no  after  years 
Were  thine,  to  dim  the  Mother-eyes  with 
tears, — 
Such  tears  as  cleansed  my  sin. 
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And  thine,  to-day,  an  earth-transcending  joy, — 
To  bring  her  back  thy  birth-gifts,  heavenly- 
bright  ; 
Yet  thou  saw'st  not  the  wondrous  Mother- 
power, 
Out  to  Life's  very  verge,  through  Death's 
own  hour. 
Still  keep  love's  lamp  alight. 

Brother,  forgive  me  that  I  half  forgot, 

(She  has  remembered,  ah,  how  tenderly  !) 
For  my  loss  is  thy  deeper  bliss  begun, — 
Now  thou  may'st  show  her  all  our  loves  in 
one, 
Yet  canst  thou  never  love  o'er-worthily, 
Seraph  though  thou  may'st  be 
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COMPENSATION 

"  An     April    dawn    of    lark  -  songs,    bud    and 
blue?"— 

Will  I  not  up  and  out,  my  friend,  with  you  ? 
I  cannot ;  I  should  hear  that  lark  too  clear 
Whose  love,  with  mine,  once  listen'd  by  me 
here, 

"  Sunset,  and  all  the  west  a  flower-bed  ?  " — 
Haste  ere  one  petal'd  loveliness  be  shed  ? 

O  friend,  since  one  white  lily's  sweet  breath 
ceased. 

What  are  the  roses  of  your  west  or  east  ? 
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"  A  faultless  summer  night  of  stars,"  you  say, 
Will  I  not  forth  and  live  it  with  you  ?     Nay, 
Friend,  all  your  shining  zenith  lost  its  spell 
The  night  two  stars,  that  made  my  heaven, 
fell ! 


"  A  dreary  leaden  day,"  friend,  has  it  been,— 
Have  I  not  felt  its  weight,  without,  within  ? 
Nay,  on  each  day's  path  some  light  seems  to 

lie. 
Since  that  dread   noon  the  sun  died    in  my 
sky. 

"  A  bitter  night  of  biting  frost,"  is  it  ? 
You'll  pile  the  fire, — will  I  not  closer  sit  ? 

Oh,  your  warmth  shames  me  !    How  should  I 

feel  chill  ?— 
What    of    the    little   white    mound    on    the 
hill  ? 
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"  A  hard  world  "  do  you  find  it  then,  old  friend, 
And  thankless,  do  you  say,  from  start  to  end  ? 
Would  you  be  pain-proof  by  that  woe  of  men 
To  whom  God    gives  His  best, — and   takes 
again  ? 
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FELLOWSHIP 

Nay,  lark,  I  cannot  lift  my  thought 

Up  where  thy  love-songs  lead, 
Low  here  one  heart  lies,  more  to  mine 

Than  quick'ning  soil  to  seed  ; 
I  catch  the  nest-joy  in  thy  note. 

And  dread  the  coming  May, 
For  my  heart  is  crying  "  Mother, — 

Mother,"  every  day. 

And  when  ye  call  me,  bud  and  bloom, 

There  is  no  rest  by  you. 
Then,  all  my  thought  leaps  past  the  lark 

Into  the  heavenmost  blue  ; 
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I  cannot  bear  thy  wakin^  life, 
Fields  where  I  fain  would  stray, 

For  my  heart  still  murmurs  "  Mother, 
My  Mother  " — every  day. 

Calm  comes  but  in  the  crowded  street, 

Where  many  a  hurt  heart  cries, 
And  blood  beats  into  burning  tears 

Held  back  by  others'  eyes  ; 
Where  many  a  face  that  wears  a  mask 

Meets  mine  upon  my  way, 
And  many  a  man  is  murmuring 

His  "  Mother"  every  day. 
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Mother,  at  last  the  cruel  days  are  done, — 
The  smiling  Autumn  days,  so  hard  to  bear. 
With  all  their  boast  of  happy  harvesting, 
As,  gloating  o'er  their  stores  of  garner'd  grain. 
They  vaunted  the  fair  fruitage  of  their  prime. 
These  basking  beauties  in  the  courts  of  Time, 
Bedeck'd  with  robes  of  gold  and  amber  hours, 
Complacent,  languid,  and  aloof  from  all 
The  sorrow-laden  souls  without  their  halls. 
How    should    they    care    for    our    sore-stricken 

hearts  ? — 
That,  as  the  poor  turn  ever  to  the  poor, 
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Look  wistfully  where  Winter's  convent  doors 
Open  before  her  sad-eyed  sisterhood, 
And  to  their  chasten'd  hearts  for  comfort  turn, 
And  bless  their  quiet  voices  and  quick  tears. 
For,  Mother,  how  can  we  do  aught  but  grieve 
For  all  the  harvest  that  thou  should'st  have  won, 
By  right  of  all  thy  days  of  patient  toil. 
And  loving  husbandry  about  our  lives  ? — 
Who  spent  thy  sweet  self  for  our  daily  needs, 
Tilling  with   thy  small    strength  the    fields   of 

home. 
Bearing  the  burden  of  laborious  hours, 
Believing  ever  in  the  fruit  to  be  ; — 
Thy  gentle  tears  and  smiles  as  rain  and  sun, 
For  ever  near  at  need  to  bless  thy  land, 
Thy  little  all-embracing  Land  of  Love, 
That  lay  about  the  homestead  of  thy  heart. 
But  when,  at  last,  thy  harvest-time  drew  nigh. 
And  the  green  blades  of  children's  leaning  lives 
Grew  to  the  grain  of  men's  and  women's  love  — 
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Soon  to  be  ripe  for  thy  dear  garnering — 
Toil-stricken,    thou    wast    taken,  —  where,    oh 

where  ? 
And  ah  !  too  soon,  alas  !  e'er  thou  reap'dst  half 
The  wealth  of  love  maturing  fast  for  thee. 
That  our  o'er-laden  hearts  shall  long  to  lay 
Before  thy  patient  feet  that  rest  at  last, 
And  in  the  folded  hands  on  thy  still  breast ; 
Oh,    Mother,    sure    God's    love    must    let    thee 

know  ! 

Now    Winter    brings    the    first    faint    meadow- 
mists, 
More  dear  to  me  than  all  bright  buds  of  Spring 
These  delicate,  ethereal,  blooms  of  eve, 
Empearl'd  and  purpled  by  the  tender  moon. 
Like  fragile  phantoms  of  the  dead  days'  flowers. 
That  wake  and  wave  wild  tendrils  to  their  kin, 
And  wander  with  the  sighing  airs  of  night. 
To  wreathe  themselves  upon  thy  resting-place. 
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O  Mother,  where  I  wait  and  welcome  them, 
And  love  them  that  they  veil  us  from  the  world ; 
P'or,  yearning  downwards  to  the  silent  lips, 
Surely,  a  moment  soul  with  soul  confers, 
And  in  the  deep  sweet  silence  draws  more  near, 
With  truer  clearer  communing  than  speech  ; 
And  floods  of  tender  meaning  are  set  free, 
That,  in  the  days  of  faulty,  halting,  words. 
Were   helpless    pent,    or   found    their   meaning 

marr'd. 
Raising  but  barriers  where  they  long'd  to  bless : 
And    we   dare   dream,   an    instant,    that    thou 

know'st 
The  imperishable  love  we  bring  to  thee, 
That  still  we  come  to  thee  for  comforting. 
And  still  invite  thy  judgment,  and  defer 
To  all  the  dictates  of  thy  spirit-voice. 
Dear    sleeping    Mother-Friend,    thou    dost   but 

rest. 
It  cannot,  cannot  be  that  thou  hast  died, 
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So  doubly  living  wast  thou  through  thy  love  ! 
Aye,    Mother,   and    thou    dost   live,   here    and 

now, — 
'Twas  thou  that  sought'st  the  poor  but  yester- 
day, 
And  whisper'd,  by  our  voice,  the  helping  words  ; 
We,  Hst'ning,  do  but  lend  thy  spirit  lips. 
Hold  ready  hands  to  do  its  dear  behests, 
And  turn  our  feet  where'er  thy  love  may  lead. 
And  so  it  shall  be.  Mother,  while  we  live  ; — 
So  shalt  thou  daily  do  thine  old  sweet  deeds. 
And  many  a  life  shall  bless  thine  unseen  love  : 
And  we  will  be  half  happy  in  the  thought. 
And  with  thine  eyes  again  find  the  world  fair, 
With  thine  ears  hear  the  music  of  our  days. 
And  love,  once  more,  even  the  laughing  hours. 
Storing  for  thee  their  mirth  and  melody  ; 
With  memories  of  all  life's  lovely  things, — 
The  pearls  of  morning,  musk  and  gold  of  eve, 
The  rose  of  dawn,  and  violet  of  night, 

p 
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And    come   to  thee,  whose  bed    is  our  hearts' 

hoine, 
And    think    them    down  to   thy  dear  sleeping 

eyes  ; — 
Tell  how  the  moonlight  seeks  where  once  thou 

dream'dst, 
And  what  the  night-wind  whimpers  round  thine 

eaves, — 

Sighing  for  one  who  loved  their  sweet  earth  so. 

So  cared  for  all  the  small  fair  things  of  life, 

The  wonders  of  a  wondrous  world  were  brought 

To  bare  their  beauty  to  her  spirit's  ken. 

Whose  hands  so  little  held,  yet  heart  held  all  ; — 

For,  in  the  small  leaf  tapping  at  thy  pane, 

Thy  heart  perceived  the  woodland's  loveliness  ; 

And,  in  the  impulse  of  its  own  true  deeps, 

Discern'd  all  depths  of  good  that  dwell  in  man. 
*  *  *  * 

I  cannot  vision  thee  beyond  the  void, 
An  unrememb'ring,  radiant,  raptur'd  soul ; 
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I  only  yearn  to  see  thee  as  of  old, — 

Thy  very  garments,  and  thy  first  gray  hairs. 

And,  oh !    to-night,    within    thy   home's    loved 

walls, 
Where  all  things  seem  to  watch  and  wait  for 

thee, 
My  faith  grows    faint,  and  beats  upon  Time's 

bars. 
And  I  would  barter  all  life  holds  beyond, 
To  sit  one  hour  silent  by  thy  side, 
And  hold  again  thy  kind  hand  in  my  own, 
To  read  once  more  the  unutterable  love 
That  beam'd,  my  Mother,  in  thy  gentle  eyes. 
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